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WEEK-END 


The train ^ The twelve o'clock for paradise 
Hurryi or it will try to creep away 
Out in the country everyone is wise • 

We can be only wise on Saturday. 

There you are waitings little friendly house 
Those are your chimney-stacks with you between, 
Surrounded by old trees and strolling cows. 

Staring through all your windows at the green 
Your homely floor is creaking for our tread. 

The smiling tea-pot with contented spout 
Thinks of the boiling water, and the bread 
Longs for the butter. All their hands are out 
To greet us, and the gentle blankets seem 
Purring and crooning . “ Lie in us, and dream ” 

Harold Monro. 
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THE PREFACE 


THE WEEK-END BOOK explains Itself A preface can 
but Italicize the anthological pnnciples of the editors. The 
first of these is the axiom tliat there are no good anthologies, 
always exceptmg the one which every man would hke to 
make himself — ^with a newly revised, abridged and amph- 
fied edition every five years or so We have accordmgly 
attempted to meet every man half-way and to compile a 
book of clues to good life and readmg for week-end pairs 
and parties, which each m his fashion may follow up We 
hope to have as many collaborators as readers, and to 
make it easy for them to amplify our design we have 
mcluded a section of blank pages of wntmg paper As for 
abndgment, we have saved them trouble by prmtmg the 
titles, fiarst hnes and authors only, of those great poems 
which their pastors and masters m infancy and their poenc 
enthusiasms m adolescence have already made sufficiently, 
if not excessively, familiar These may be transcribed on 
the blank pages attheendof thebook, or recited or bamshed 
from memory, accordmg to mdividual taste and ability 

Subject to our first anthological prmciple, we trust that 
this pocketful of poetry will, m the mam, satisfy the 
Georgian version of the Open Road ” pubhc For, after 
all, there is a consensus of opmion between generations, 
called taste : not to speak of fashion, that even closer 
comadence of appreciation within generations As it is 
designed to supplement and balance the Oxford Book of 
English Verse (earned m the opposite pocket) we have 
sought out the less famihar of the great poems, poets 
and periods. The anthology pieces of any author have 
been avoided wherever there is a worthy alternanve. 
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Shakespeare and the Romantics are charily prcscnted> 
the Angustans not at all. The poetry of the seventeenth 
century} which school text-books most inadecjuately 
present, and that of the twentieth century, winch older 
anthologies perforce ignore, is most amply represented 

The section of Great Poems is arranged in chronological 
order and takes no account of subjects. Love poetry and 
Nature poetry must take so large a place m any general 
collection of great poems that lovers and land-lovers need 
no separate provision But some pleasant and some 
poignant verse sprung from the mood of hate has been 
grouped together for the specific enjoyment of that almost 
as widely felt emotion The State poems need no com- 
ment They provide an outlet for yet another mood, not 
imcommon m hours of sociable relaxation. “ The Zoo ” 
should appeal to the collector’s temperament. Those who 
take up the pleasant hobby of zoological hterature will find 
material among the poets for buildmg a handsome collec- 
tion around this nuclear section. 

The Songs are ransacked from all ages, countries and 
moods, the only unity ” observed by the compiler being 
that of fimess for purpose — ^the sociable week-ender’s 
purpose They are some of the best available tunes for 
unaccompamed chorus smgmg, only occasionally and 
effectively to be varied by a solo and chorus rendering 
Moreover, they are all folk songs, m the spirit of the word 
and the letter too if, as we may fairly contend, the term 
covers such newer equivalents as “ shanties,” “ spirituals ” 
and the spontaneous effusions of the British Expeditionary 
Force Such a collection, we beheve, is at present umque. 

The three prose sections contain the most useful hints 
which we have been able to gather on the food, dnnk. 
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diversions and damages of week-enders They postu- 
late the cookless cottage, the camp fire, or the restneted 
resources of a coimtry pub. The suggestions contamed in 
the play section also mvolve no more than that two or 
tliree be gathered togetlier with such readily accessible or 
improvised implements as a stick and ball or a pencil and 
paper. The medical prescriptions are contributed by a 
practismg physician , they contam only such mgredients 
and doses as may be supphed by a chemist without recourse 
to a personal prescription. 

VERA MENDEL 

FRANCIS MEYNELL 

General Editors 

JOHN GOSS 

Music Editor 


PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION 

O N publishmg this book last year we had occasion to thank 
some of our friends for providing sundry ideas, facts, and 
paragraphs which were mcorporated in its original form 
Since then, as we had hoped, many of our readers have 
become co-editors m amplifying its various sections From 
all parts of the world they have communicated to 
us the contents of their manuscript pages We gratefully 
acknowledge their suggestions and have accori^gly 
added a number of poems and songs to this edition. We 
have also included a new section, contammg epigrams, 
epitaphs, limericks and the like “ On Food and Dnnk ” 
has been revised and enlarged by an expert m the 
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theory and practice of cookery, so that ambitious week- 
end hostesses, as well as more elementary practitioners, 
may profitably consult it At the end of the book, we 
prmt the latest variant of that time-honoured favounte 
the “confessions book,” m which self-portraits stand 
sociably corrected We are glad of this opportunity once 
more to thank all those co-operators who have left thCir 
mark upon this book. 

V . M . 

F . M . 

J . G . 



GREAT POEMS 



hook of VC) ses tmdcrucath the bough.’* 

Omar Khayyam. 



GREAT POEMS 


O WESTERN WIND 

o WESTERN Wind, when wUt thou blow. 
That the small ram down can r ain ? 

Christ, that my love were m my arms 
And I in my bed again ! 

Anonymous. 


HEY NONNY NOl 

HEY nonnynof 

Men are fools that wish to die ! 

Is’t not fine to dance and smg 
When the beUs of death do rmg ? 

Is’t not fine to swim in wme, 

And turn upon the toe. 

And sing hey nonny no f 

When the winds blow and the seas flow? 

Hey nonny no i 

Anonymous 


JOLY JOLY WAT 

THE shepherd upon a lull he sat ; 

He had on him his tabard and his hat, 
Ebs tarbox, his pipe, and his flagat , 

His name was called Joly Joly Wat, 

For he was a good herdes boy 
Ut hoy 1 

For in his pipe he made so much joy 

The shepherd upon a lull was laid , 

His dog to his girdle was tied , 

He had not slept but a httle braid. 

But “ Glona in excelsis ” was to him said 
Ut hoy ! 

For m his pipe he made so much joy. 


3 
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The shepherd on a hill he stood , 

Round about him his sheep they yodc ; 

He put his hand under his hood. 

He saw a star as red as blood. 

Ut hoy ! 

For m his pipe he made so much )oy. 

The shepherd said anon right, 

“ I will go see yon farly sight, 

Whereas the angel smgeth on height. 

And the star that shmeth so bright.” 

Uthoy I 

For in his pipe he made so much joy. 

“ Now farewell, Moll, and also Will I 
For my love go ye all still 
Unto I come agam you till. 

And evermore. Will, rmg well thy bell ” 

Ut hoy I 

For m his pipe he made so much joy. 

“ Now must I go there Christ was born , 

Farewell ! I come agam to morn 
Dog, keep well my sheep from the corn. 

And warn well ‘ Warroke ’ when I blow my horn I ” 
Ut hoy ! 

For m his pipe he made so much joy. 

When Wat to Bethlehem come was. 

He sveat, he had gone faster than a pace , 

He found Jesu in a simple place. 

Between an ox and an ass 
Ut hoy ! 

For in his pipe he made so much joy 

“ Jesu, I offer to thee here my pipe. 

My skirt, my tarbox, and my scrip , 

Home to my fellows now will I slap, 

And also look unto my sheep ” 

Ut hoy 1 

For m his pipe he made so much joy 
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“ Now farewell, mine own herdsman Wat I ” 
” Yea, for God, lady, even so I hight j 
Lull well Jesu m thy lap, 

And farewell, Joseph, with thy round cape ! ” 
Ut hoy I 

For m his pipe he made so much joy. 

“ Now may I well both hope and smg, 

For I have been at Christ’s bearmg , 

Home to my fellows now will I fling, 

Christ of heaven to his bliss us bring I ” 

Ut hoy • 

For m his pipe he made so much joy. 

Anonymous 


I SING OF A MAIDEN 

I SING of a maiden 
That IS makeless. 

King of all kinges 
To her son she chose 

He came all so stille 
There his mother was 

As dew in ApriUe 
That falleth on grass. 

He came all so stille 
To his mother’s bower. 

As dew in ApriUe 

That falleth on the flower. 

He came all so stille 
There his mother lay, 

As dew in Apnlle 
That falleth on the spray. 

Mother and maiden 

Was never none but she , 

Well may such a lady 
Godes mother be. 


Anonymous 
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JOLLY GOOD ALE AND OLD 
I CANNOT eat but little meat. 

My stomach is not good , 

But sure I think that I can drink 
With him that wears a hood 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, 

I nothmg am a-cold , 

I stuft my skm so full within 
Of ]olly good ale and old 

Back and side go bare, go bare ; 

Both foot and hand go cold ; 

But, belly, God send thee good ale enough. 
Whether it be new or old 

I love no roast but a nut-brown toast. 

And a crab laid m the fire ; 

A little bread shall do me stead ; 

Much bread I not desire. 

No frost nor snow, no wmd, I trow. 

Can hurt me if I wold ; 

I am so wrapped and thoroughly lapped 
Of )oUy good ale and old 

Back and side go bare, go bare, etc. 

And Tib, my wife, that as her life 
Loveth well good ale to seek. 

Full oft drinks she till ye may see 
The tears run down her cheek : 

Then doth she trowl to me the bowl 
Even as a maltworm should. 

And saith, “ Sweetheart, I took my part 
Of this joUy good ale and old ” 

Back and side go bare, go bare, etc. 

Now let them drink till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows should do , 

They shall not miss to have the bliss 
Good ale doth brmg men to , 

And all poor souls that have scoured bowls 
Or have them lustily trolled, 

God save the lives of them and their wives. 
Whether they be young or old. 
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Back and side go bare, go bare , 

Both foot and hand go cold , 

But, belly, God send thee good ale enough. 
Whether it be new or old. 

John Still (Bishop of Bath and Wells). 

WALT, WALY 

0 WALY, v/aly, up tlie bank, 

And waly, waly, doun the brae. 

And waly, waly, yon bum-side, 

Wliere I and my Love wont to gae ! 

1 lean’d my back unto an aik, 

I thocht it was a tmstie tree , 

But first it bow’d and syne it brak — 

Sae my true love did hchtlie me. 

O waly, waly, gm love be bonnie 
A little time while it is new ! 

But when ’tis auld it waxeth cauld. 

And fades awa’ like mormng dew. 

O wherefore should I busk my heid. 

Or wherefore should I kame my hair? 

For my true Love has me forsook. 

And says he’ll never lo’e me mair. 

Now Arthur’s Seat sail be my bed. 

The sheets sail ne’er be ’filed by me , 

Samt Anton’s well sail be my drink, 

Smce my true Love has forsaken me , 
Marti’mas wmd, when wilt thou blaw. 

And shake the green leaves aff the tree ? 

O gentle Death, when wilt thou come ? 

For of my life I am wearie. 

’Tis not the frost, that freezes fell, 

*Nor blawmg snaw’s inclemencie, 

’Tis not sic cauld that makes me cry ; 

But my Love’s heart grown cauld to me 
When we cam m by Glasgow toun. 

We were a comely sicht to see ; 

My Love was clad in the black velvet. 

And I mysel m cramasie 
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Bui had I wist, before I kist. 

That love had been sae ill to win, 

I had lock’d my heart in a case o’ gowd. 

And pmn’d it wi’ a siller pm 
And O ’ if my yoimg babe were born. 

And set upon the nurse’s Imee , 

And I mysel were dead and gane. 

And the green glass growing over me ’ 

Anonymous. 

HELEN OF KIRCONNELL 

I WISH I were where Helen lies. 

Night and day on me she cries , 

O that I were where Helen lies, 

On fair Krrconnell lea ! 

Curst be the heart that thought the thought. 
And curst the hand that fired the shot. 

When m my arms burd Helen dropt. 

And died to succour me ' 

0 thmk na ye my heart was sair. 

When my Love dropp’d and spak nae mair ' 
There did she swoon wi’ meikle care. 

On fair Kirconnell lea. 

As I went down the water side. 

None but my foe to be my guide. 

None but my foe to be my gmde. 

On fair Kirconnell lea , 

1 hghted down my sword to draw, 

I hacked him m pieces sma’, 

I hacked him in pieces sma‘, ' 

For her sake that died for me 

O Helen fan, beyond compare I 
I’ll mak a garland o’ thy hair. 

Shall bind my heart for evermair. 

Until the day I die I 
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O tiiat I were where Helen hes I 
Night and day on me she cries , 

Out of my bed she bids me rise. 

Says, “ Haste, and come to me I ” 

0 Helen fair ! O Helen chaste I 
If I were with thee, I’d be blest. 

Where thou hes low and taks thy rest, 

On fair Kaxconnell lea 

1 wish my grave were growmg green, 

A wmdmg-shcet drawn ovtc my e’en, 

And I m Helen's arms lying, 

On fair Kirconnell lea 

I wish I were where Helen lies 1 
Night and day on me she cries , 

And I am i^cary of the skies. 

For her sake that died for me. 

Anonymous. 

THE BONNY EARL OF MURRAY 
Y E Highlands and ye Lawlands, 

O where bac ye been ? 

They hae slam the Earl of Murray, 

And hae laid him on the green. 

Now wae be to thee, Huntley ! 

And whairfore did ye sae ! 

I bade you brmg him wi’ you. 

But forbade you him to slay. 

He was a braw gallant. 

And he rid at the ring , 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 

O he might hae been a king 1 

He was a braw gallant, 

And he play’d at the ba’ j 
And the bonny Earl of Murray 
Was the flower amang them a’ I 
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He was a braw gallant, 

And he play’d at the gluve ; 

And the bonny Earl of Murray, 

O he was the Qpeen’s luve ! 

O lang will his Lady 
Look owre the Castle Downe, 

Ere she see the Earl of Murray 
Come soundmg through the town 1 

Anonymou 


THE QUEEN’S MARIE 

MARIE HAMILTON’S to the kirk gane, 
Wi’ ribbons in her hair , 

The Kmg thought mair o’ Mane Hamilton 
Than ony that were there 

Mane Hamilton’s to the lurk gane 
Wi’ ribbons on her breast , 

The Kmg thought mair o’ Mane Hamilton 
Than he hsten’d to the priest. 

Mane Hamilton’s to the kirk gane, 

Wi’ gloves upon her hands ; 

The Kmg thought mair o’ Mane Hamilton 
Than the Queen and a’ her lands 

She hadna been about the Kmg’s court 
A montli but barely one. 

Till she was beloved by a’ Kmg’s court 
And the Kmg the only man 

She hadna been about the Kmg’s court 
A month, but barely three. 

Till frae the King’s court Mane Hamilton, 
Marie Hamilton durstna be 

The Kmg is to the Abbey gane. 

To pu’ the Abbey tree. 

To scale the babe frae Marie’s heart , 

But the thmg it wadna be 
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O she has row’d it m her apron. 

And set it on the sea — 

“ Gae smk ye or swim ye, bonny babe, 

Ye’se get nae mair o’ me,” 

Word IS to the kitchen gane. 

And word is to the ha’. 

And word is to the noble room 
Among the ladies a’. 

That Mane Hamilton’s brought to bed. 

And the bonny babe’s miss’d and awa’. 

Scarcely had she lam down agam, 

And scarcely fa’en asleep. 

When up and started our gude Qpeen 
Just at her bed-feet , 

Saymg — “ Mane Hamilton, where’s your babe ? 
For I am sure I heard it greet ” 

“ O no, O no, my noble Qpeen I 
Think no sic thmg to be ; 

’Twas but a stitch mto my side. 

And sair it troubles me ' ” 

“ Get up, get up. Mane Hamilton ; 

Get up and follow me , 

For I am gomg to Edmburgh town, 

A rich weddmg for to see ” 

O slowly, slowly rase she up. 

And slowly put she on , 

And slowly rade she out the way 
Wi’ mony a weary groan 

The Queen was clad m scarlet. 

Her merry maids all m green , 

And every town that tliey cam to. 

They took Mane for the Qpeen 

“ Ride hooly, hooly, gentlemen. 

Ride hooly now wi’ me 1 
For never, I am sure, a wearier burd 
Rade m your compame ” — 
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But little wist Mane Hamilton, 

When she rade on the brown. 

That she was gaen to Edmburgh town 
And a’ to be put down. 

“ Why weep ye so, ye burgess wives, 

Why look ye so on me ? 

O I am going to Edinburgh town 
A rich weddmg to see ” 

When she gaed up the tolbooth stairs. 

The corks frae her heels did flee ; 

And lang or e’er she cam dovm again. 

She was condemn’d to die. 

When she cam to the Netherbow port, 

She laugh’d loud laughters three , 

But when she came to the gallows foot 
The tears blinded her e’e 

“ Yestreen the Queen had four Manes 
The mght she’ll hae but three , 

There was Mane Seaton, and Mane Beaton, 
And Marie Carmichael, and me. 

“ O often have I dress’d my Queen 
And put gowd upon her hair , 

But now I’ve gotten for my reward 
The gallows to be my share 

“ Often have I dress’d my Queen 
And often made her bed , 

But now I’ve gotten for my reward 
The gallows tree to tread. 

“ I charge ye all, ye marmers. 

When ye sail owre the faem. 

Let neither my father nor mother get vnt 
But that I’m commg hame 

“ I charge ye all, ye manners. 

That sail upon the sea. 

That neither my father nor mother get wit 
The dog’s death I’m to die 
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“ For if my father and mother got wit, 

And my bold brethren three, 

O mickle wad be the gude red blude 
This day vvad be spilt for me ! 

“ O little did my mother ken. 

The day she cradled me 
The lands I was to travel in 
Or the death I was to die ! ” 

Anonymous 

CLERIC SAUNDERS 

CLERK SAUNDERS and may Margaret 
Walk’d owre yon garden green , 

And deep and heavy was the love 
That fell thir twa between 

“ A bed, a bed,” Clerk Saunders said, 

“ A bed for you and me ! ” 

“ Fye na, fye na,” said may Margaret, 

“ Till anes we married be > ” 

Then I’ll take the sword frae my scabbard 
And slowly lift the pm , 

And you may swear, and save your aith. 

Ye ne’er let Clerk Saunders in 

“ Take you a napkin m your hand. 

And tie up baith your bonnie e’en. 

And you may swear, and save your aith. 

Ye saw me na since late yestreen.” 

It was about the midmght hour. 

When they asleep were laid. 

When in and came her seven brothers, 

Wi’ torches burning red ,* 

When in and came her seven brothers, 

Wi’ torches burmng bright : 

They said, “ We hae but one sister. 

And behold her lying with a kmght 1 ” 
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Then out and spake the first o’ them, 

“ I bear the sword shall gar him die ” 

And out and spake the second o’ them, 

“ His father has nae mair hut he.” 

And out and spake the third o’ them, 

“ I wot that they are lovers dear ” 

And out and spake the fourth o’ them, 

“ They hae been in love this mony a year.” 

Then out and spake the fifth o’ them, 

“ It were great sin true love to twain ” 

And out and spake the sixth o’ them, 

“ It were shame to slay a sleepmg man.” 

Then up and gat the seventh o’ them. 

And never a word spake he , 

But he has striped his bright brand 
Out through Clerk Saunders’ fair body. 

Clerk Saunders he started, and Margaret she turn’d 
Into his arms as asleep she lay , 

And sad and silent was the night 
That was atween thir twae 

And they lay still and sleepit sound 
Until the day began to daw’ , 

And kindly she to him did say, 

“ It IS time, true love, you were awa’.” 

But he lay still, and sleepit sound. 

Albeit the sun began to sheen , 

She look’d atween her and the wa’. 

And dull and drowsie were his e’en 

Then in and came her father dear , 

Said, “ Let a’ your mourmng be , 

I’ll carry the dead corse to the clay. 

And I’ll come back and comfort thee ” 

“ Comfort weel your seven sons. 

For comforted I vnll never be . 

I ween ’twas neither knave nor loon 
Was in the bower last mght wi’ me.” 
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The clinking bell gaed through the town. 

To carry the dead corse to the clay ; 

And Clerk Saunders stood at may Margaret’s 
window, 

I wot, an hour before the day. 

Are ye sleeping, Margaret ? ” he says, 

“ Or are ye walung presently ? 

Give me my faith and troth again, 

I vtot, true love, I gied to thee.” 

“ Your faith and troth ye sail never get. 

Nor our true love sail never twin. 

Until ye come withm my bower. 

And kiss me cheik and chm.” 

“ My mouth it is full cold, Marg’ret ; 

It has die smell, now, of the ground ; 

And if I kiss thy comely mouth. 

Thy days of life will not be lang. 

“ O cocks arc crowing a merry midnight ; 

I wot the wild fowls are boding day ; 

Give me ray faith and troth again. 

And let me fare me on my way.” 

** Thy faith and troth thou sallna get. 

And our true love sail never twin. 

Until ye tell what comes o’ women, 

I wot, who die in strong traivellmg ? ” 

“ Their beds are made in the heavens high, 

Down at the foot of our good Lord’s knee, 

Weel set about wi’ gillyflowers ; 

I wot, sweet company for to sec 

“ O cocks are crowing a merry midnight j 
I wot the wild fowls are bodmg day , 

The psalms of heaven will soon be sung. 

And I, ere now, will be miss’d away.” 

Then she has taken a crystal wand. 

And she has stroken her troth thereon j 
She has given it him out at the shot-window, 

Wi’ mony a sad sigh and heavy groan. 
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“ I thank ye, Marg’ret ; I thank ye, Marg’ret ; 

And ay I thank ye heartily ; 

Gin ever the dead come for the quick, 

Be sure, Marg’ret, I’ll come for thee ” 

It’s hosen and shoon, and gown alone, 

She climb’d the wall, and follow’d him. 

Until she came to the green forest. 

And there she lost the sight o’ him. 

“ Is there ony room at your head, Saunders ? 

Is there ony room at your feet ? 

Or ony room at your side, Saunders, 

Where fain, fam, I wad sleep ? ” 

“ There’s nae room at my head, Marg’ret, 

There’s nay room at my feet ; 

My bed it is fu’ lowly now, 

Amang the hungry worms I sleep 

“ Cauld mould is my covering now. 

But and my wmding-sheet ; 

The dew it falls nae sooner down 
Than my restmg-place is weet 

“ But plait a wand o’ bonny birk. 

And lay it on my breast , 

And shed a tear upon my grave. 

And wish my saul gude rest.” 

Then up and crew the red, red cock. 

And up and crew the gray , 

“ ’Tis time, ’tis time, my dear Marg’ret, 

That you were going away. 

“ And fair Marg’ret, and rare Marg’ret, 

And Marg’ret o’ veritie, 

Gm e’er ye love another man. 

Ne’er love him as ye did me.” 

Anonymous. 


i6 



GREAT POEMS 

THE LAMENT OF DAVID OVER SAUL AND 
JONATHAN 

THE beauty of Israel is slam upon thy high places : how 
are the mighty fallen ! 

Tell It not in Gath, publish it not m the streets of Askelon ; 
lest the daughters of the Philistines rejoice, lest the daugh- 
ters of the uncircumcised triumph 

Ye mountains of Gilboa, let there be no dew, neither let 
there be ram, upon you, nor fields of offerings • for there 
the shield of the mighty is vilely cast away, the shield of 
Saul, as though he had not been anointed with oil 
From the blood of the slam, from the fat of the mighty, the 
bow of Jonathan turned not back, and the sword of Saul 
returned not empty. 

Saul and Jonathan were lovely and pleasant in their lives, 
and in their death they were not divided they were 
swifter than eagles, they were stronger than lions. 

Ye daughters of Israel, v/cep over Saul, who clothed you m 
scarlet, with other delights, who put on ornaments of gold 
upon your apparel 

How are the migthy fallen in the midst of the battle ! O 
Jonathan, thou wast slam in thine high places 
I am distressed for thee, my brother Jonathan* very 
pleasant hast thou been unto me thy love to me was 
wonderful, passing the love of women. 

Hov/ arc the mighty fallen, and the weapons of war 
perished * 

Authorised Version. 


PSALM 137 

B Y the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept : when 
we remembered thee, O Sion. 

As for our harps, we hanged them up * upon the trees 
that are therem 

For they that led us away captive required of us then a 
song, and melody, m our heavmess Sing us one of the 
songs of Sion 

How shall we sing the Lord’s song * m a strange land ? 

If I forget thee, O Jerusalem : let my right hand forget 
her cunnmg. 
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If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the 
roof of my mouth ; yea, if I prefer not Jerusalem in my 
mirth. 

Remember the children of Edom, O Lord, in the day of 
Jerusalem : how they said, Down with it, doiwi with it, 
even to the ground 

O daughter of Babylon, wasted with misery ’ yea, happy 
shall he be that rewardeth thee, as thou hast served us. 
Blessed shall he be that taketh thy children • and throweth 
them against the stones. 

The '■ Grcal Bible ” 
THE SONG OF SONGS, WHICH IS SOLOMON’S 

I 

LET him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth : for 
thy love is better than wine 

Because of the savour of thy good ointments thy name 
IS as ointment poured forth, therefore do the virgins 
love thee 

Draw me, we will run after thee the king hath brought 
me into liis chambers we will be glad and rejoice in 
thee, we will remember thy love more than wme . the 
upright love thee 

I am black, but comely, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, as 
the tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon. 

Look not upon me, because I am black, because the sun 
bath looked upon me my mother’s children were angry 
with me , they made me tlie keeper of the vineyards ; 
but mine own vineyard have I not kept. 

Tell me, O thou whom my soul loveth, where thou 
feedest, where thou makest thy flock to rest at noon . for 
why should I be as one that turncth aside by the flocks 
of thy companions ? 

If thou know not, O thou fairest among women, go thy 
way forth by the footsteps of the flock, and feed thy kids 
beside the shepherds’ tents 

I have compared thee, O my love, to a company of horses 
in Pharaoh’s chariots. 

Thy cheeks are comely with rows of jewels, thy neck 
with chains of gold. 
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We will make tliee borders of gold with studs of silver. 
While the king sitteth at his table, my spikenard sendcth 
forth the smell thereof. 

A bundle of myrrh is my wellbeloved imto me ; he shall 
he all night betwixt my breasts 

My beloved is unto me as a cluster of camphire in the 
vineyards of En-gedi. 

Behold, thou art fair, my love, behold, thou art fair; 
tliou hast doves’ eyes. 

Behold, thou art fair, my beloved, yea, pleasant • also 
our bed is green. 

The beams of our house are cedar, and our rafters of fir. 

n 

I A M the rose of Sharon, and tlie lily of the valleys. 

As the lily among thorns, so is my love among the 
daughters 

As the apple tree among the trees of the wood, so is my 
beloved among the sons. I sat down under his shadow 
with great delight, and his fruit was sweet to my taste. 
He brought me to the banqueting house, and his banner 
over me was love. 

Stay me with flagons, comfort me with apples ; for I am 
sick of love. 

His left hand is under my head, and his right hand doth 
embrace me. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, 
and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not up, nor awake 
my love, till he please. 

The voice of my beloved! behold, he cometh leaping 
upon the mountains, skipping upon the hills 
My beloved is like a roe or a young hart : behold he, 
standeth behmd our wall, he looketh forth at the windows, 
shewing himself through the lattice. 

My beloved spake, and said unto me. Rise up, my love, 
my fair one, and come away. 

For, lo, the wmter is past, the ram is over and gone ; 

The flowers appear on the earth , the time of the singing 
of birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in 
our land ; 
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The fig tree putteth forth her green figs^ and the vines 
with the tender grape give a good smell. Ansej my lovCj 
my fair one, and come away. 

O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret 
places of the stairs, let me see thy countenance, let me 
hear thy voice ; foi sweet is thy voice, and thy counte- 
nance IS comely. 

Take us the foxes, the little foxes, that spoil the vines : 
for our vmes have tender grapes 

My beloved is mine, and I am his : he feedeth among tliclilics. 
Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my 
beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart upon the 
mountains of Bother. 


Ill 

B Y night on my bed I sought him whom my soul loveth : 
I sought him, but I found him not. 

I will rise now, and go about the city in the streets, and in 
the broad ways I will seek him whom my soul loveth : I 
sought him, but I found him not 

The watchmen that go about the aty found me to whom 
1 said. Saw ye him whom my soul lovetli ? 

It was but a little that I passed from them, but I found 
him whom my soul loveth . I held lum, and would not 
let him go, until I had brought him into my mother’s 
house, and mto the chamber of her that conceived me. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes, 
and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not up, nor awake 
my love, till he please 

Who is this that comeili out of the wilderness like pillars 
of smoke, perfumed with myrrh and franloncense, with 
all powders of the merchant ? 

Behold his bed, which is Solomon’s j threescore valiant 

men are about it, of the valiant of Israel 

They all hold swords, bemg expert in war . every man 

hath his sword upon his thigh because of fear m the 

mght 

King Solomon made himself a chariot of the wood of 
Lebanon. 

He made the pillars thereof of sUver, the bottom thereof 
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of gold, the covering of it of purple, the midst thereof 
being paved with love, for the daughters of Jerusalem. 
Go forth, O ye daughters of Zion, and behold king 
Solomon with the crown wherewith his mother crowned 
him in the day of his espousals, and in the day of the glad- 
ness of his heart. 


IV 

BEHOLD, thou art fair, my love 5 behold, thou art 
fair ; thou hast doves’ eyes within thy locks • thy hair 
IS as a flock of goats, that appear from mount Gilead. 

Thy teetJi are like a flock of sheep that are even shorn, 
which came up fiom the washmg; whereof every one 
bear twms, and none is barren among them 
Thy hps are like a thread of scarlet, and thy speech is 
comely . thy temples are lil;e a piece of a pomegranate 
within thy locks 

Thy neck is like the tower of David builded for an 
armouiy, whereon there hang a thousand bucklers, all 
shields of mighty men. 

Thy two breasts are like two young roes that are twms, 
which feed among the hhes. 

Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, I will 
get me to the mountain of myrrh, and to the lull of 
frankmcense 

Thou art all fair, my love , there is no spot m thee 
Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, with me from 
Lebanon . look from the top of Amana, from the top of 
Shenir and Hermon, from the lions’ dens, from the 
mountams of the leopards. 

Thou hast ravished my heart, my sister, my spouse , thou 
hast ravished my heart with one of t hm e eyes, with one 
cham of thy neck 

How fair is thy love, my sister, my spouse 1 how much 
better is thy love than wme ! and the smell of thine 
omtments than all spices ' 

Thy hps, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb . honey 
and milk are under thy tongue, and the smell of thy 
garments is like the smell of Lebanon. 

A garden inclosed is my sister, my spouse , a sprmg shut 
up, a foimtain sealed 
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Thy plants are an orchard of pomegranates, with pleasant 
fruits , camphire, with spikenard. 

Spikenard and saffiron , calamus and cinnamon, with all 
trees of frankmcense , myrrh and aloes, with all the chief 
spices : 

A fountam of gardens, a well of hvmg waters, and streams 
from Lebanon. 

Awake, O north wmd ; and come, thou south j blow 
upon my garden, that the spices thereof may flow out. 
Let my beloved come mto his garden, and eat his pleasant 
fruits. 


V 

I A M come mto my garden, my sister, my spouse • I 
have gathered my myrrh with my spice , I have eaten my 
honeycomb witli my honey , I have drunk my wine with 
my milk , eat, O friends , drink, yea, drink abundantly, 

0 beloved 

1 sleep, but my heart w’aketh : it is the voice of my 
beloved that knocketh, saymg. Open to me, my sister, 
my love, my dove, my imdefiled • for my head is filled with 
dew, and my locks with the drops of the mght. 

I have put off my coat , how shall I put it on ? I have 
washed my feet , hov/ shall I defile them ? 

My beloved put m his hand by the hole of the door, 
and my bowels were moved for him 
I rose up to open to my beloved , and my hands dropped 
with myrrh, and my fingers with sweet smellmg myrrh, 
upon the handles of the lock. 

I opened to my beloved ; but my beloved had withdrawn 
himself, and was gone : my soul failed when he spake : I 
sought him, but I could not find him j I called him, but 
he gave me no answer 

The watchmen that went about the city found me, they 
smote me, they wounded me , the keepers of the walls 
took away my veil from me 

I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem, if ye find my 
beloved, that ye teU him, that I am sick of love 
What IS thy beloved more than another beloved, O thou 
fairest among women? what is thy beloved more than 
another beloved, that thou dost so charge us ' 
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My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefest among ten 
thousand. 

His head is as the most fine gold, his locks are bushy, 
and black as a raven. 

His eyes are as the eyes of doves by the rivers of waters, 
washed with milk, and fitly set. 

His cheeks are as a bed of spices, as sweet flowers : his 
hps like lihes, droppmg sweet smellmg myrrh. 

His hands are as gold rmgs set with the beryl ; his belly 

is as bnght ivory overlaid with sapphires. 

liis legs are as pillars of marble, set upon sockets of fine 

gold : his countenance is as Lebanon, excellent as the cedars. 

His mouth IS most sweet • yea, he is altogether lovely 

This is my beloved, and this is my friend, O daughters of 

Jerusalem 

VI 

WHITHER IS thy beloved gone, O thou fairest among 
women? whitlier is thy beloved turned aside? tliat we 
may seek him with thee. 

My beloved is gone down mto his garden, to the beds of 
spices, to feed in the gardens, and to gather lihes 
I am my beloved’s, and my belo\ed is mme he feedeth 
among the hhes. 

Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirzah, comely as 
Jerusalem, terrible as an army with banners 
Turn away thine eyes from me, for they have overcome 
me ' thy hair is as a flock of goats that appear from Gilead 
Thy teeth are as a flock of sheep which go up from the 
washing, whereof every one beareth twins, and there is 
not one barren among them 

As a piece of a pomegranate are thy temples withm thy locks. 
There are threescore queens, and fourscore concubmes, 
and virgms without number 

jMy dove, my undefiled is but one , she is the only one of 
her mother, she is the choice one of her that bare her. 
The daughters saw her, and blessed her , yea, the queens 
and the concubmes, and they praised her. 

Who IS she that looketh forth as the mormng, fair as the 
moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with 
banners ? 
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I went down into the garden of nuts to see the fruits of 
the valley, and to see w’hether the vine flourished, and the 
pomegranates budded 

Or ever I was aware, my soul made me like the chariots 
of Ammi-nadib 

Remrn, return, O Shulamite ; return, return, that we 
may look upon thee What will ye see m the Shulamite ? 
As It were the company of two armies. 

VII 

HOW beautiful are thy feet with shoes, O prince’s 
daughter ! the jomts of thy thighs are like jev/els, the 
work of the hands of a cxmmng workman. 

Thy navel is like a round goblet, which wanteth not hquor . 
thy belly is hlce an heap of wheat set about with hlies 
Thy two bieasts are like two young roes that are twms 
Thy neck is as a tower of ivory , thine eyes lilte the fish- 
pools in Heshbon, by the gate of Bath-rabbim thy nose 
IS as the tower of Lebanon which looketh towards 
Damascus. 

Thme head upon thee is hke Carmel, and the hair of thme 
head like purple , the kmg is held in the gaUenes 
How fair and how pleasant art thou, O love, for dehghts ! 
This thy stature is like to a palm tree, and thy breasts to 
clusters of grapes. 

I said, I will go up to the pahn tree, I will take hold of 
the boughs thereof, now also thy breasts shall be as 
clusters of the vmc, and the smell of thy nose hke apples , 
And the roof of thy mouth hke the best wine for my 
beloved, that goeth down sweetly, causmg the lips of 
those that are asleep to speak 
I am my beloved’s, and his desire is toward me 
Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the field, let 
us lodge in the villages 

Let us get up early to the vineyards , let us see if the 
vme flounsh, whether the tender grape appear, and the 
pomegranates bud forth there will I give thee my loves. 
The mandrakes give a smell, and at our gates are all 
manner of pleasant fruits, new and old, which I ha\ e laid 
up for thee, O my beloved. 
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VIII 

©THAT thou wert as my brother, that sucked the breasts 
of my mother * when I should find thee without, I would 
kiss thee , yea, I should not be despised 
I would lead thee, and brmg thee into my mother’s 
house, who would mstruct me : I would cause thee to 
drink of spiced wine of the jmce of my pomegranate 
His left hand should be under my head, and his right 
hand should embrace me 

I charge you, O daughters of Jerusalem that ye stir 
not up, nor awake my love, tmtil he please. 

Who IS this that cometh up from the wilderness, leaning 
upon her beloved? I raised thee up under the apple 
tree . there thy mother brought thee forth . there she 
brought thee forth that bare thee 

Set me as a seal upon thme heart, as a seal upon thine 
arm ‘ for love is strong as death ; jealousy is cruel as the 
grave . the coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath a 
most vehement flame 

Many waters cannot quench love, neither can the floods 
drown it : if a man would give all the substance of his 
house for love, it v/ould utterly be contemned. 

We have a little sister, and she hath no breasts • what 
shall we do for our sistei m the day when she shall be 
spoken for ? 

If she be a wall, we will build upon her a palace of silver and 
if she be a door, we will inclose her with boards of cedar. 

I am a wall, and my breasts like towers : then was I in 
his eyes as one that found favour. 

Solomon had a vmeyard at Baal-hamon, he let out the 
vmeyard unto keepers , everyone for the frmt thereof 
was to bring a thousand pieces of silver 
My vmeyard, which is mme, is before me ; thou, O 
Solomon, must have a thousand, and those that keep the 
fruit thereof two hundred 

Thou that dwellest m the gardens, the compamons 
hearken to thy voice , cause me to hear it. 

Make haste, my beloved, and be thou like to a roe or to 
a young hart upon the mountains of spices. 

Authorised Version. 
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TOM OF BEDLAM’S SONG 

FROM the hag and hungry goblin 
That into rags would rend ye. 

All the spirits that stand 
By the naked man 
In the book of moonSj defend ye. 

That of your five sound senses 
You never be forsaken. 

Nor wander from 
Yourselves with Tom 
Abroad to beg your bacon 

With a thought I took for Maudhn, 
And a cruse of cockle pottage. 

With a thmg thus tall. 

Sky bless you all, 

I befell mto this dotage 

I slept not smce the Conquest, 

TiU then I never waked. 

Till the rogmsh boy 
Of love where I lay 
Me found and stript me naked. 

The moon’s my constant mistress. 
And the lonely owl my marrow , 
The flainmg drake 
And the mght-crow make 
Me music to my sorrow. 

I know more than Apollo, 

For oft, when he hes sleepmg, 

I see the stars 
At mortal wars 

In the wounded welkm weepmg. 

The moon embrace her shepherd. 
And the queen of love her warrior, 
Willie the first doth horn 
The star of morn. 

And the nest the heavenly farrier 
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With an host of furious fancies^ 

Whereof I am commander, 

With a burnmg spear 
And a horse of air 
To the wilderness I wander , 

By a kmght of ghosts and shadows 
I summoned am to tourney 
Ten leagues beyond 
The wide world’s end — 

Methinks it is no journey. 

Anonymous. 

THERE IS A LADY SWEET AND KIND 
THERE IS a Lady sweet and kind. 

Was never face so pleas’d my mmd , 

I did but see her passmg by. 

And yet I love her till I die. 

Her gesture, motion, and her smiles, 

Her wit, her voice my heart beguiles. 

Beguiles my heart, I know not why. 

And yet I love her till I die. 

Cupid IS winged and doth range. 

Her country so my love doth change : 

But change she earth, or change she sky. 

Yet will I love her tiU I die 

Anonymous. 

LOVE NOT MB FOR COMELY GRACE 
LOVE not me for comely grace, 

For my pleasing eye or face. 

Nor for any outward part. 

No, nor for a constant heart ; 

For these may fail or turn to ill. 

So thou and I shall sever : 

Keep, therefore, a true woman’s eye. 

And love me still but loaow not why — 

So hast thou the same reason still 
To doat upon me ever I 

Anonymous. 
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THE CONCLUSION 
even such IS Tune, that takes in trust 
Our youth, our joys, our all we have. 

And pays us but with earth and dust , 

Who, in the dark and silent grave, 

When we have wandered all our ways. 

Shuts up the story of our days. 

But from this earth, this grave, this dust. 

My God shall raise me up, I trust. 

Walter Raleigh 

A FAREWELL TO ARMS 
MY golden locks Time hath to silver turn’d ; 

O Time too swift, O siviftness never ceasing I 
My youth ’gainst age, and age ’gainst time, hatli 
spurn’d. 

But spurn’d in vain j youth waneth by increasing : 
Beauty, strength, youtli, are flowers but fading seen. 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green, 

My helmet now shall make an hive for bees. 

And lover’s sonnets turn to holy psalms , 

A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees. 

And feed on prayers, which are old age his alms . 
But though from court to cottage I depart. 

My saint is sure of my unspotted heart. 

And when I saddest sit in homely cell. 

I’ll teach my swains this carol for a song, — 

” Blest be the hearts that wish my sovereign well. 
Curst be the souls that think her any v/rong i ” 
Goddess, allow this aged man his right 
To be your beadsman now that was your knight. 

George Peek 


THE PARTING 

SINCE there’s no help, come, let us kiss and part — 
Nay, I have done, you get no more of me j 
And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart. 

That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows. 
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And, %vhcn we meet at any time again. 

Be It not seen m either of otir brows 
That we one jot of former love rctam. 

Now at the last gasp of Love’s latest breath, 

When, ins pulse failmg. Passion speechless lies. 

When Faith is Imcelmg by his bed of death. 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes — 

Now if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
From death to life thou might’st him yet recover, 

Michael Drayton 


TO THE SHADOW 

LETTERS and Imes we sec arc soon defaced. 

Metals do waste and fret with canker’s rust. 

The diamond shall once consume to dust. 

And freshest colours with foul stains disgraced , 
Paper and ink can pamt but naked words. 

To write with blood of force offends the sight, 

And, if with tears, I find them all too light. 

And sighs and signs a silly hope affords 
O sweetest Shadow, how thou serv’st my turn 1 
Which still shalt be, as long as there is sim. 

Nor, w'hilst the world is, never shall be done. 

Whilst moon shall shine, or any fire shall burn : 

That cverythmg whence shadow doth proceed. 

May in his shadow my love’s story read 

Michael Drayton. 

SPRING AND WINTER 

I 

V/ H E N daisies pied and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all silver-white. 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue 

Do paint the meadows "With delight. 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men , for thus smgs he. 
Cuckoo ! 

Cuckoo, cuckoo ! — O word of fear 
Unpl easing to a mairied ear 1 
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When shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 

And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo 1 

Cuckoo, cuckoo ’ — O word of fear, 

Unplcasmg to a married ear 1 
II 

When icicles hang by the waU, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail. 

And Tom bears logs into the hall. 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 

When blood is mpp’d, and ways be foul. 

Then nightly sings the stanng owl, 

To-whit ' 

To-who * — a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot 

When all aloud the wmd doth blow. 

And coughmg drowns the parson’s saw. 

And birds sit broodmg m the snow. 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw. 

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl. 

Then mghtly smgs the starmg owl, 

To-whit * 

To-who ! — a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot 

Wilbam Shakespeare 

SONNET 

LXV 

SINCE brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea. 
But sad mortahty o’ersways their power. 

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea, 

Whose action is no stronger than a flower ? 

O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out 
Agamst the wreckful siege of battermg days. 

When rocks impregnable are not so stout. 

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays ? 

O fearful meditation ! where, alack. 

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s quest he hid ? 
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Or v.liat strong hand can hold his swift foot back ? 

Or who Ins spoil of beauty can forbid ? 

O, none, u^css this miracle have might. 

That m black mlt my love may still slime bnght. 

W. Shalicspcarc, 


SONNET 

CS3IX 

THE C' pense of spint m a waste of shame 
Is lust in action , and till action, lust 
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, fuU of blame. 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust. 

Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight. 

Past reason himied, and no sooner had 
Past reason liaied, as a swallow’d bait 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad , 

Alad m pursuit and in possession so , 

Had, having, and m quest to have, extreme , 

A bliss m proof, and proved, a very woe , 

Before, a joy proposed , behind, a dream 
All this the world well Imows, yet none Imows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell 

ll^. Shakespeare. 


SONNET 

exxx 

M y mistress’ eyes are nothing hkc the sun , 

Coral IS far more red tlian her bps red , 

If snow be wlute, why tlicn her breasts arc dun , 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow in her head 
I have seen roses damask’d, red and white. 

But no such roses see I m her cheeks , 

And m some perfumes is tliere more dchght 
Than m the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing soimd , 

I grant I never saw a goddess go , 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground • 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she behed with false compare 

W Shakespeare. 
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SPRING 

SPRING, the sweet Spnng, IS the year’s pleasant king 
Then blooms each thing, then maids dance in a ring. 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing — 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo I 

The palm and may make country houses gay. 

Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day. 

And we hear aye birds tune this me>rry lay — 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta woo I 

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss our feet. 

Young lovers meet, old wives a-sunrung sit. 

In every street these tunes our ears do greet — 

Cuckoo, jug-jug, pu-we, to-witta-woo * 

Sprmg, the sweet Sprmg ! 

Thomas Nashe. 

IN TIME OF PESTILENCE 
ADIEU, farewell earth’s bhss I 
This world imcertam is : 

Fond are life’s lustful joys. 

Death proves them all but toys 
None from his darts can fly ; 

I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us ! 

Rich men, trust not m wealth. 

Gold cannot buy you health ; 

Physic himself must fade 
All things to end are made ; 

The plague full swift goes by, 

I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us 1 

Beauty is but a flower 
Which wrinkles will devour , 

Brightness falls from the air ; 

Queens have died young and fair ; 

Dust hath clos’d Helen’s eye , 

I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us 1 
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StrcDgtii stoops unto the gravcj 
Worms feed on Hector brave j 
Swords may not fight with fate ; 

Earth still holds ope her gate ; 

Comcj come ! the bells do cry j 
I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us 1 

Wit with his wantonness 
Tasteth death’s bitterness ; 

Hell’s executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vam art can reply j 
I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us ! 

Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destmy , 

Heaven is our heritage. 

Earth but a player’s stage 
Mount we unto the sky , 

I am sick, I must die — 

Lord, have mercy on us I 

Thomas Nashe. 

KIND ARE HER ANSWERS 
KIND arc her answers. 

But her performance keeps no day j 
Breaks time, as dancers 
From tlieir own music when they stray ; 

All her free favours 

And smooth words wing my hopes in vam, 

O did ever voice so sweet but only feign ? 

Can true love yield such delay. 

Converting joy to pam ? 

Lost is our freedom, 

When we submit to women so : 

Why do we need them, 

^J^en m their best they work our woe ? 

There is no wisdom 


C 
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Can alter ends, by Fate prefixed. 

O why IS tlie good of man with evil mixed ? 
Never were days yet call’d two, 

But one night went betwixt. 

Thomas Campion 


THE TRIUMPH 

SEE the Chariot at hand here of Love, 

Wherem my Lady rideth ’ 

Each that draws is a swan or a dove. 

And well the car Love guideth. 

As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty , 

And enamour’d do wish, so they might 
But enjoy such a sight. 

That they still were to run by her side. 

Through swords, through seas, whither she would ride. 

Do but look on her eyes, they do hght 
All that Love’s world compriseth • 

Do but look on her hair, it is bright 
As Love’s star when it nseth I 
Do but mark, her forehead’s smoother 
Than words that soothe her , 

And from her arch’d brows such a grace 
Sheds Itself through the face. 

As alone there triumphs to the life 

All the gain, all the good, of the elements’ strife 

Have you seen but a bright hly grow 
Before rude hands have touch’d it ? 

Have you mark’d but the fall of the snow 
Before the soil hath smutch’d it ? 

Have you felt the wool of beaver. 

Or swan’s down ever ? 

Or have smelt of the bud of the brier. 

Or the nard m the fire ? 

Or have tasted the bag of the bee ? 

O so white, O so soft, O so sweet is she ' 
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THE GOOD-MORROW 
I WONDER, by my troth, what thou and I 
Did, till we loved ? were we not wean’d till then ? 
But suck’d on country pleasures, childishly ? 

Or snorted we in the Seven Sleepers’ den ? 

’Twas so ; but this, all pleasures fancies be ; 

If ever any beauty I did see, 

Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee. 

And now good-morrow to our wakmg souls. 

Which watch not one another out of fear , 

For love all love of other sights controls. 

And makes one little room an eveiywhere. 

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone ; 

Let maps to other worlds on worlds have shown ; 

Let us possess one world , each hath one, and is one. 

My face m thme eye, thme in mme appears. 

And true plam hearts do in the faces rest , 

Where can we find two better henuspheres 
Without sharp north, without declimng west ? 
Whatever dies, was not mix’d equally , 

If our two loves be one, or thou and I 

Love so alike that none can slacken, none can die. 

Jo/in Bonne 

THE SUN RISING 
BUSY old fool, unruly Sun, 

Why dost thou thus. 

Through windows, and through curtains, call on us ? 
Must to thy motions lovers’ seasons run ? 

Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide 
Late school-boys and sour prentices. 

Go tell court-huntsmen that the long will ride. 

Call country ants to harvest offices , 

Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime, 

Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time. 

Thy beams so reverend and strong 
Why shouldst thou think ? 

I could echpse and cloud them with a wink. 

But that I would not lose her sight so long. 
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If her eyes have not blinded thine. 

Look, and to-morrow late tell me. 

Whether both th’ Indias of spice and mine 
Be where thou left’st them, or he here with me 
Ask for those kings whom thou saw’st yesterday. 

And thou shalt hear, “ AH here m one bed lay.” 

She’s all states, and all prmces I , 

Nothing else is , 

Princes do but play us , compared to this, 

AU honour’s mimic, all wealth alchemy. 

Thou, Sun, art half as happy as we. 

In that the world’s contracted thus ; 

Thme age asks ease, and smce thy duties be 
To warm the world, that’s done m warming us. 

Shme here to us, and thou art everywhere , 

This bed thy centre is, these walls thy sphere 

John Donne 


LOVE’S DEITY 

I L o N G to talk with some old lover’s ghost. 

Who died before the god of love was bom. 

I carmot think that he, who then loved most. 

Sunk so low as to love one which did scorn. 

But since this god produced a destmy. 

And that vice-nature, custom, lets it be, 

I must love her that loves not me 

Sure, they which made him god, meant not so much. 
Nor he m his young godhead practised it 
But when an even flame two hearts did touch. 

His office was indulgently to fit 
Actives to passives Correspondency 
Only his subject was , it cannot be 
Love, till I love her, w'ho loves me. 

But every modern god will now extend 
His vast prerogative as far as Jove 
To rage, to lust, to write to, to commend. 

All is the purheu of the god of love. 
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O ! were we waken’d by this tyranny 
To ungod this child again, it could not be 
I should love her, who loves not me. 

Rebel and atheist too, why murmur I, 

As though I felt the worst that love could do ? 
Love might make me leave loving, or might try 
A deeper plague, to malte her love me too , 

Which, smcc she loves before, I’m loth to see 
Falsehood is worse than hate ; and that must be. 

If she whom I love, should love me. 

Johjt Donne 


THE DREAM 

DEAR love, for nothing less than thee 
Would I have broke this happy dream , 

It was a theme 

For reason, much too strong for fantasy 
Therefore thou waked’st me wisely ; yet 
My dream thou brokest not, but continued’st it. 
Thou art so true tliat thoughts of thee suffice 
To make dreams truths, and fables histones , 

Enter these arms, for since thou thought’s! it best. 
Not to dream all my dream, let’s act the rest. 

As Iightmng, or a taper’s light, 

Thme eyes, and not thy noise waked me ; 

Yet I thought thee 

— ^For thou lov’st truth — an angel, at first sight , 

But when I saw thou saw’st my heart. 

And knew’st my thoughts beyond an angel’s art. 
When thou knew’st what I dreamt, when thou knew’st 
Excess of j oy would wake me, and earnest then, [when 
I must confess, it could not choose but be 
Profane, to thi^ thee any thmg but thee. 

Commg and staymg show’d thee, thee. 

But rismg makes me doubt, that now 
Thou art not thou 

That love is weak where fear’s as strong as he , 

’Tis not all spirit, pure and brave. 

If mixture it of fear, shame, honour have , 
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Perchance as torches, which must ready be. 

Men light and put out, so thou dcal’st with me ; 
Thou cam’st to kindle, go’st to come ; then I 
Will dream that hope again, but else would die. 

John Donne 


LOVE’S GROWTH 

I SCARCE believe my love to be so pure 
As I had thought it was. 

Because it doth endure 
Vicissitude, and season, as the grass ; 

Methmks I lied all winter, when I swore 
My love was infinite, if spring make it more. 

But if this medicine, love, wluch cures all sorrow 
With more, not only be no quintessence. 

But mix’d of all stuffs, vexing soul, or sense. 

And of the sun his active vigour borrow. 

Love’s not so pure, and abstract as they use 
To say, which have no mistress but their Muse ; 

But as all else, bemg elemented too. 

Love sometimes would contemplate, sometimes do 

And yet no gi eater, but more emment. 

Love by the sprmg is grown , 

As m the firmament 

Stars by the sun are not enlarged, but shown, 

Gentle love deeds, as blossoms on a bough. 

From love’s awaken’d root do bud out now. 

If, as in water stirr’d more circles be 
Produced by one, love such additions take. 

Those like so many spheres but one heaven make. 
For they are all concentric unto thee , 

And though each spring do add to love new heat, 

As prmces do in times of action get 
New taxes, and remit them not m peace, 

No winter shall abate this sprmg’s increase. 

John Donne 
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THE ECSTACY 
WHERE, hli^e a pillow on a bed, 

A pregnant bank swell’d up, to rest 
The violet’s reclining head. 

Sat we two, one anotlier’s best. 

Our hands were firmly cemented 
By a fast balm, which thence did sprmg , 
Our eye-beams twisted, and did thread 
Our eyes upon one double string 

So to engraft our hands, as yet 
Was all the means to make us one , 

And pictures m our eyes to get 
Was all our propagation 

As, ’twixt two equal armies. Fate 
Suspends uncertain victory. 

Our souls — which to advance their state. 

Were gone out — ^hung ’twixt her and me 

And v/hilst our souls negotiate there. 

We like sepulchral statues lay , 

All day, the same our postures were. 

And we said notlung, all the day 

If any, so by love refined. 

That he soul’s language understood. 

And by good love were grown all mmd, 
Wit^n convenient distance stood. 

He — though he knew not which soul spake. 
Because both meant, both spake the same — 
Might thence a new concoction take, 

And part far purer than he came 

This ecstacy doth unperplex 

(We said) and tell us what we love ; 

We see by this, it was not sex , 

We see, we saw not, what did move : 

But as all several souls contam 

Mixture of things they know not what, 

Love these mix’d souls doth mix again. 

And makes both one, each this and that. 
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A single violet transplant, 

The strength, the colour, and the size— 

All which before was poor and scant — 
Redoubles still, and multiplies. 

When love with one anotlicr so 
Intcrmammates tw’o souls. 

That abler soul, which thence doth flow, 
Defects of loneliness controls 

We then, who arc this new soul, know. 

Of what we are composed and made. 

For th’atomies of wluch we grow 
Are souls, whom no change can invade 

But, O alas I so long, so far. 

Our bodies why do we forbear ? 

They are ours, though they’re not we ; we are 
Th’mtclligcnccs, they the spheres. 

We owe them thanks, because they thus 
Did us, to us, at first convey. 

Yielded their forces, sense, to us, 

Nor are dross to us, but allay. 

On man heaven’s influence works not so. 

But that It first imprmts the air , 

So soul mto the soul may flov;. 

Though It to body first repair. 

As our blood labours to beget 
Spirits, as hke souls as it can ; 

Because such fingers need to kmt 
That subtle knot, which makes us man , 

So must pure lovers’ souls descend 
To affections, and to faculties. 

Which sense may reach and apprehend. 

Else a great prmce m prison lies. 

To our bodies turn we then, that so 
Weak men on love reveal’d may look , 

Love’s mysteries m souls do grow. 

But yet the body is his book 
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And if some lover, such as wc. 

Have heard this dialogue of one. 

Let him still mark us, he shall see 
Small change when we’re to bodies gone. 

John Donne. 


DIVINE POEM 

BATTER my heart, three personed God i for you 
As yet but knock, breathe, shine, and seek to mend 
That I may rise and stand, o’erthrow me and bend 
Your force to break, blow, burn and make me new. 

I, like an usurped town, to another due. 

Labour to admit you, but Oh, to no end , 

Reason, your viceroy in me, me should defend. 

But IS captived and proves weak or untrue. 

Yet dearly I love you and would be loved fain. 

But am betrothed unto your enemy ; 

Divorce me, untie or break that knot again. 

Take me to you, imprison me, for I 
Except you enthrall me, never shall be free. 

Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me 

John Donne. 

GOD LYiSUS 
GOD LYiaus, ever young. 

Ever honour’d, ever sung, 

Stam’d with blood of lusty grapes. 

In a thousand lusty shapes 
Dance upon the mazer’s brim. 

In the crimson hquor swim ; 

From thy plenteous hand divine 
Let a river run with wme 

God of youth, let this day here 
Enter neither care nor fear. 

John Fletcher 

OBERON’S FEAST 
shapcot! to thee the Fairy State 
I with discretion, dedicate. 

Because thou prizest things that are 
Curious and unfamihar. 


C* 
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Take first the feast } these dishes gone, 

We’ll see the Fairy Court anon. 

A httle mushroom-table spread, 

After short prayers, they set on bread , 

A moon-parch’d gram of purest wheat. 

With some small ghttermg grit, to eat 
His choice bits with ; then m a trice 
They make a feast less great than mce 
But all this while his eye is serv’d. 

We must not thinlc his ear was starv’d 
But that there was m place to stir 
His spleen, the chirring Grasshopper ; 

The merry Cricket, pulmg Fly, 

The piping Gnat for mmstrelsy 
And now, we must imagine first. 

The Elves present to quench his thirst 
A pure seed-pearl of infant dew. 

Brought and besweetened in a blue 
And pregnant violet , which done. 

His kithng eyes begin to run 

Quite through the table, where he spies 

The horns of papery Butterflies . 

Of which he eats, and tastes a httle 
Of that we call the cuckoo’s spittle. 

A httle fuzz-ball pudding stands 
By, yet not blessed by his hands. 

That was too coarse , but then forthwith 
He ventures boldly on the pith 
Of sugared rush, and eats the sag 
And well bestrutted Bee’s sweet bag : 
Gladding his palate with some store 
Of Emit’s eggs ; what would he more ^ 

But beards of Mice, a Newt’s stew’d thigh, 
A roasted Earwig, and a Fly , 

With the red-capp’d Worm, that’s shut 
Withm the concave of a nut. 

Brown as his tooth. A htde Moth, 

Late fattened in a piece of cloth 
With wither’d cherries , Mandrake’s ears ; 
Mole s eyes ; to these, the slain Stag’s tears 
The unctuous dewlaps of a Snail ; 
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The broke heart of a Nightmgalc 
O’crcome m music 5 with a wme. 

Ne’er ravish’d from the flattermg vine. 

But gently press’d from the soft side 
Of the most sweet and damty bride. 

Brought in a damty daisy, which 

He fully quaffs up to bewitch 

His blood to height ; this done, commended 

Grace by his Priest * The feast ts ended. 

Robert Herrick 

EXEQUY ON HIS WIFE 
ACCEPT, thou shrmc of my dead saint. 

Instead of dirges this complamt ; 

And for sweet flowers to crown thy hearse 
Receive a strew of weepmg verse 
From thy grieved Friend, whom thou might’st 
sec 

Quite melted into tears for thee 
Dear loss ' since tliy untimely fate. 

My task hath been to meditate 
On thee, on thee 1 Thou are the book. 

The hbrary whereon I look, 

Tho’ almost blind. For thee, loved clay, 

I languish out, not live, the day. 

Using no other exercise 
But what I practise with mine eyes 
By which wet glasses I find out 
How lazily time creeps about 
To one that mourns this, only this. 

My exercise and busmess is • 

So I compute the weary hours. 

With sighs dissolved mto showers. 

No wonder if my time go thus 
Baclcward and most preposterous , 

Thou hast bemghted me 5 thy set 
This eve of blackness did beget. 

Who wast my day (tho’ overcast 
Before thou hadst thy noontide past) : 

And I remember must m tears 
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Thou scarce hadst seen so man)' j cars 
As day tells hours By thy dear sun 
My love and fortune first did run , 

But thou wilt never more appear 
Folded within my hemisphere. 

Since both tliy hcht and motion. 

Like a fled star, is fall’n and gone. 

And ’twixt me and m> soul’s dear wish 
The earth now interposed is, 

Which such a strange eclipse doth make 
As ne’er was read in Almanack 
T could allow thee for a time 
To darken me and my sad dime ; 

Were It a month, a year, or ten, 

I w’ould thy exile live till tlicn. 

And all that space my mirth adjourn — 

So thou wouldst promise to return. 

And puttmg off thy ashy shroud 
At length disperse this sorrow ’s cloud 
But woe IS me 1 the longest date 
Too narrow is to calculate 
These empty hopes never shall I 
Be so much blest as to descry 
A glimpse of thee, till that day come 
Which shall tlic eartli to emders doom, 

And a fierce fever must calcine 
The body of this world — like thine. 

My httle world 1 That fit of fire 
Once off, our bodies shall aspire 
To our soul’s bliss : then we shall rise 
And view ourselves with clearer eyes 
In that calm region where no night 
Can hide us from each other's sight 
Meantime thou hast her, earth much good 
May my harm do thee I Smcc it stood 
Widi Heaven’s will I might not call 
Her longer mine, I give tlicc all 
My short-hved right and interest 
In her whom livmg I loved best . 

With a most free and bounteous grief 
I give thee what I could not keep 
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Be kind to her, and pntliee look 
Thou \vnte into thy Doomsday book 
Each parcel of this ranty 
Winch m thy casket slirin’d doth he . 

See that thou make thy reck’ning straight^ 
And yield her back again by weight. 

For thou must audit on thy trust 
Each grain and atom of this dust 
As thou wilt answer Him that lent — 

Not gave — thee my dear monument 
So close the ground, and ’bout her shade 
Black curtains draw , my bride is laid. 

Sleep on, my Love, in thy cold bed 
Never to be disquieted ! 

My last good mght I Thou wilt not wake 
Till I thy fate shall overtake : 

Till age, or grief, or sickness must 
Alarry my body to that dust 
It so much loves , and fill the room 
My heart keeps empty in thy tomb 
Stay for me there I will not fail 
To meet thee in that hollow vale. 

And think not much of my delay : 

I am already on the way, 

And follow thee with all the speed 
Desire can make, or sorrows breed. 

Each mmute is a short degree 
And every hour a step towards thee 
At mght when I betake to rest. 

Next morn I rise nearer my West 
Of hfe, almost by eight hours’ sail. 

Than when sleep breath’d his drowsy gale. 
Thus from the Sun my bottom steers 
And my day’s compass downward bears : 
Nor labour I to stem the tide 
Through which to thee I swiftly glide 
’Tis true — with shame and grief I yield — 
Thou, like the van, first took’st the field , 
And gotten hast the victory 
In thus adventurmg to die 
Before me, whose more years might crave 
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A just precedence in the grave. 

But hark ! my pulse, hke a soft drum, 

Beats my approach, tells thee I come , 

And slow howe’er my marches be 
I shall at last sit down by thee. 

The thought of this bids me go on 
And wait my dissolution 
With hope and comfort Dear — forgive 
The crime — I am content to hve 
Divided, with but half a heart. 

Till we shall meet and never part. 

Henry Kmg. 


THE PULLEY 

WHEN God at first made man, 

Havmg a glass of blessmgs standmg by — 

Let us (said he) pour on lum all we can , 

Let the world’s nches, which dispersed he. 

Contract into a span 

So strength first made a way. 

Then beauty flow’d, then wisdom, honour, pleasure 
When almost all was out, God made a stay, 
Perceivmg that, alone of all His treasure. 

Rest m the bottom lay 

For if I should (said he) 

Bestow this jewel also on My creature. 

He would adore My gifts mstead of Me, 

And rest m Nature, not the God of Nature : 

So both should losers be 

Yet let him keep the rest. 

But keep them with repinmg restlessness j 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least. 

If goodness lead him not, yet v/eanness 

May toss him to my breast. 


George Herbert 
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DISCIPLINE 
THROW away thy rod. 

Throw away thy wrath ; 

0 my God, 

Take the gentle path. 

For my heart’s desire 
Unto thme is bent ; 

1 aspire 

To a full consent. 

Not a word or look 
I affect to own. 

But by book. 

And thy book alone 

Though I fail, I weep j 
Though I halt m pace. 

Yet I creep 

To the throne of grace. 

Then let wrath remove. 

Love will do the deed ; 

For with love 
Stony hearts will bleed. 

Love IS swift of foot , 

Love’s a man of war. 

And can shoot. 

And can hit from far. 

Who can ’scape his bow ? 

That which wrought on thee. 

Brought thee low. 

Needs must work on me. 

Throw away thy rod : 

Though man frailties hath. 

Thou art God , 

Throw away thy wrath. 

George Herbert 
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SONG 

ASK me no more where Jove bestows, 

When June is past, the fading rose. 

For in your beauty’s orient deep 
These flowers, as m their causes, sleep. 

Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atoms of the day ; 

For in pure love heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 

Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The mghtingale when May is past; 

For in your sweet dividmg throat 
She winters and keeps warm her note. 

Ask me no more where those stars ’light 
That downwards fall in dead of night; 

For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixfed become as in their sphere. 

Ask me no more if east or west 
The phosmx bmlds her spicy nest ; 

For unto you at last she flies. 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. 

Thomas Caiezo 


A DEVOUT LOVER 

I HAVE a mistress, for perfections rare 
In every eye, but in my thoughts most fair 
Like tapers on the altar shine her eyes , 

Her breath is the perfume of sacrifice , 

And whersoe’er my fancy would begin, 

Still her perfection lets religion m. 

We Sit and talk, and kiss away the hours 
As chastely as the mormng dews kiss flowers ; 

I touch her, like my beads, with devout care. 

And come imto my courtship as my prayer. 

Thomas Randolph. 
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WHY SO PALE AND WAN? 

W H Y SO pale and waoj fond lover ? 

Pnthecj why so pale ? 

Will when looking v/ell can’t move her, 
Lookmg ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 

Why so dull and mute, young sinner ^ 
Prillice, "why so mute ? 

Will, when spcakmg well can’t win her. 
Saying nothing do ’t ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 

Quit, quit for shame ! This will not move. 
This cannot take her. 

If of herself she will not love. 

Nothing can make her ; 

The devil take her 1 

John Suckling 


UPON A WEDDING 

I T E L L thee, Dick, where I have been. 
Where I the rarest things have seen, 

O, things without compare I 
Such sights agam cannot be found 
In any place on English ground. 

Be It at wake or fair 

At Charing Cross, hard by the way. 

Where we, thou Imow’st, do sell our hay. 
There is a house with stairs , 

And there did I see coming down 
Such folk as are not in our town. 

Forty at least, m pairs 

Amongst the rest, one pest’lent fine 
(His beard no bigger though than thine) 
Walked on before the rest 
Our landlord looks like nothmg to him 
The King (God bless him) ’twould undo him. 
Should he go still so drest. 
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At Course-a-Parkj withoiat all doubt. 

He should have first been taken out 
By all the maids i’ th’ town . 

Though lusty Roger there had been. 

Or little George upon the Green, 

Or Vincent of the Crown 

But wot you what? the youth was going 
To make an end of all his wooing j 
The parson for lum stay’d : 

Yet by his leave, for all his haste. 

He did not so mueh wish all past, 
Perchanee, as did the maid. 

The maid (and thereby hangs a talc). 

For such a maid no Whitsun-ale 
Could ever yet produce : 

No grape, that’s kmdly ripe, could be 
So round, so plump, so soft as she. 

Nor half so full of jmce. 

Her finger was so small, the ring 
Would not stay on, which they did bring, 
It was too v/ide a peck 
And to say trutli (for out it must) 

It looked like the great collar, just. 

About our young colt’s neck 

Her feet beneath her petticoat. 

Like little mice, stoic in and out. 

As if they fear’d the hght • 

But O she dances such a way * 

No sun upon an Easter-day 
Is half so fine a sight. 

He would have kissed her once or twice, 
But she would not, she was so mce. 

She would not do’t m sight. 

And then she looked as who should say : 
I will do what I list to-day. 
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Her cheeks so rare a white was on. 

No daisy makes comparison. 

Who sees them is undone ; 

For streaks of red were mmgled there 
Such as are on a Gatherme pear. 

The side that’s next the sun. 

Her lips were red, and one was thin. 
Compar’d to tliat was next her chm 
(Some bee had stung it newly) , 

But, Dick, her eyes so guard her face , 

I durst no more upon them gaze 
Than on the sun m July 

Her mouth so small, when she does speak, 
Thou’dst swear her teeth her words did break 
That they might passage get. 

But she so handled still the matter. 

They came as good as ours, or better. 

And are not spent a whit 

If wishmg should be any sm. 

The parson himself had guilty been. 

She look’d that day so purely. 

And did the youth so oft the feat 
At night, as some did m conceit. 

It would have spoiled him surely. 

Just in the nick the cook knocked thrice. 

And all the waiters m a trice 
His summons did obey , 

Each servmg-man, with dish in hand. 
Marched boldly up, like our trained band. 
Presented, and away. 

When all the meat was on the table. 

What man of knife or teeth was able 
To stay to be mtreated ? 

And this the very reason was. 

Before the parson could say grace, 

The company was seated 
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The business of the kitchen’s great, 

For It IS fit that men should eat, 

Nor was it there denied — 

Passion o’ me, how I run on ’ 

There’s that that would be thought upon, 

I trow, besides the bride 

Now hats fly off, and youths carouse , 
Healths first go round, and then the house. 
The bride’s came thick and thick : 

And when ’twas nam’d anotlier’s health. 
Perhaps he made it hers by stealth ; 

And who could help it, Dick^ 

On the sudden up they rise and dance. 
Then sit again and sigh, and glance : 

Then dance again and kiss . 

Thus several ways the time did pass. 

Whilst ev’ry woman wished her place. 

And every man wished his. 

By this time all were stol’n aside 
To counsel and undress the bride ; 

But that he must not know : 

But yet ’twas thought he guess’d her mind. 
And did not mean to stay behind 
Above an hour or so 

When m he came, Dick, there she lay 
Like new-fall’n snow melting away 
(’Twas time, I trow, to part) 

Kisses were now the only stay. 

Which soon she gave, as who would say, 
God b’ w’ ye, v/ith all my heart 

But, just as Heaven would have, to cross it. 
In came the bridesmaids with the posset * 
The bridegroom ate in spite; 

For had he left the women to ’t. 

It would have cost two hours to do ’t, 
Which were too much that mght 
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At length the candle’s out, and now 
Ail that they had not done they do 
What that is, who can tell? 

But I believe it was no more 
Than thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 

John Suckling. 


DRINKING 

THE thirsty earth soaks up the ram. 

And drinks and gapes for drink again ; 

The plants suck in the earth, and are 
With constant drinkmg fresh and fair. 

The sea itself (which one would think 
Should have but little need of drink) 

Drinks twice ten thousand rivers up. 

So fill’d that they o’erflow the cup 
The busy Sim (and one would guess 
By’s drunken fiery face no less) 

Drinks up the sea, and when he’s done. 

The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun 
They drink and dance by their ov/n light, 

They drink and revel all the mght 
Notlung in Nature’s sober found, 

But an eternal health goes round 
Fill up the bowl, then, fill it high. 

Fill aU the glasses there — for why 
Should every creature drink but I ? 

Why, man of morals, tell me why ? 

Abraham Cowley 


TO HIS COY MISTRESS 

HAD we but world enough, and time. 
This coj^ness, lady, were no crime 
We would sit down, and thmk which way 
To walk, and pass our long love’s day 
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side 
Should’st rubies find . I by the tide 
Of Humber would complam I would 
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Love you ten years before the Flood, 

And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of die Jews. 

My vegetable love should grow 
Vaster than empires, and more slow. 

An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze : 

Two hundred to adore each breast : 

But thirty thousand to the rest ; 

An age at least to every part. 

And the last age should shew your heart. 

For, lady, you deserve this state, 

Nor would I love at lower rate 
But at my back I always hear 
Time’s winged chariot hurrying near • 

And j'onder all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 

Thy beauty shall no more be found , 

Nor, m thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song ; then worms shall try 
That long-preserv’d virginity : 

And your quaint honour turn to dust. 

And into ashes all my lust 

The grave’s a fine and pnvate place. 

But none, I think, do there embrace 
Now, therefore, while the youthful hue 
Sits on thy slan hke mormng dew, 

And while thy willmg soul transpires 
At every pore v/ith instant fires. 

Now let us sport us while we may , 

And now, hke amorous birds of prey. 

Rather at once our Time devour, 

Than languish in his slow-chapt pov/cr. 

Let us roll all our strength and aU 
Our sweetness up into one ball. 

And tear our pleasures with rough strife 
Through the iron gates of life 
Thus, though we cannot make our Sun 
Stand still, yet we will make him run. 

Andrew Marvell. 
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THE FAIR SINGER 
T o make a final conquest of all me. 

Love did compose so sweet an enemy. 

In whom both beauties to my death agree, 
Joinmg themselves in fatal harmony ; 

That, while she with her eyes my heart does bind. 
She with her voice might captivate my mmd. 

I could have fled from one but smgly fair ; 

My disentangled soul itself might save, 

Breakmg the curled trammels of her hair. 

But how should I avoid to be her slave. 

Whose subtle art invisibly can wreatlie 
My fetters of the very air I breathe ? 

It had been easy fighting m some plain. 

Where victory might hang in equal choice, 

But all resistance against her is vain. 

Who has the advantage both of eyes and voice , 
And all my forces needs must be undone. 

She having gamed both the wind and sun 

Andrew Marvell. 


THE GARDEN 

now vainly men themselves amaze 
To wm the palm, the oak, or bays , 

And their incessant labours see 
Crowned from some smgle herb, or tree. 
Whose short and narrow-verged shade 
Does prudently their toils upbraid , 
While all flow’rs and all trees do close 
To weave the garlands of repose 

Fair Qpiet, have I found thee here. 

And Innocence, thy sister dear ? 
Mistaken long, I sought you then 
In busy compames of men 
Your sacred plants, if here below. 

Only among the plants wdl grow , 
Society IS all but rude 
To this dehcious solitude. 
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No white nor red was ever seen 
So amorous as this lovely green. 

Fond lovers, cruel as their flame. 

Cut in these trees their mistress’ name ; 
Little, alas I they laiow or heed 
How far these beauties hers exceed I 
Fair trees • v/heres’e’er >our barks I w'ound 
No name shall but 3'our own be found 

When we have run our passion’s heat. 

Love hither makes his best retreat 
The Gods, that mortal beauty chase, 

Still m a tree did end their race ; 

Apollo hunted Daphne so. 

Only that she might laurel grow ; 

And Pan did after Synnx speed, 

Not as a nymph, but for a reed 

What wondrous life is this I lead ’ 

Ripe apples drop about my head ; 

The luscious clusters of the vmc 
Upon my mouth do crush their v/ine , 

The nectaren, and curious peach. 

Into my hands themselves do reach 5 
Stumblmg on melons, as I pass, 
insnared with flowers, I fall on grass 

Meanwhile, the mind, from pleasure less. 
Withdraws into its happiness ; 

The nund, that ocean where each kind 
Docs straight its own resemblance find , 
Yet it creates, transcending these. 

Far other worlds, and other seas ; 

Annihilatmg all that’s made 

To a green thought in a green shade. 

Here at the fountam’s shdmg foot. 

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root. 

Casting the body’s vest aside. 

My soul into the boughs does ghde : 



GREAT POEMS 


There like a bird it sits, and sings. 

Then whets and claps its silver wings ; 

And, tul prepared for longer flight. 

Waves in its plumes the various light. 

Such was that happy garden-state. 

While man there walked without a mate : 
After a place so pure and sweet. 

What other help could yet be meet ! 

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share 
To wander solitary there . 

Two paradises ’twere in one. 

To hve in paradise alone. 

How well the skilful gardener drew 
Of flowers, and herbs, this dial new ; 

Where, from above, the milder sun 
Does through a fragrant zodiac run , 

And, as it works, the mdustnous bee 
Computes Its tune as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckon’d but with herbs and flowers 1 

Andrew Marvell 


THE REVIVAL 

UNFOLD, unfold ' take m his light. 

Who makes thy cares more short than mght. 

The )oys which with his day-star rise 
He deals to all but drowsy eyes ; 

And (what the men of this world miss) 

Some drops and dews of future bliss. 

Hark, how his wmds have chang’d their note. 
And with warm whispers call thee out. 

The frosts are past, the storms are gone. 

And backward life at last comes on. 

The lofty groves m express joys 
Reply unto the turde’s voice ; 

And here m dust and dirt, O here 
The lihes of his love appear ! 

Henry Vaughan. 

57 



GREAT POEMS 
THE ECLIPSE 

WHITHER, O whitlier didst thou fly 
When I did grieve thine holy eye 
When thou didst mourn to see me lost. 

And all thy care and counsels crost. 

O do not grieve, where’er thou art ! 

Thy grief is an undoing smart. 

Which doth not only pam, but break 
My heart, and makes me blush to speak. 

Thy anger I could kiss, and will : 

But O thy grief, thy grief doth kill * 

Henry Vaughan 


THE WORLD 

I s A w Eternity the other night. 

Like a great Rmg of pure and endless light. 

All calm, as it was bright ; 

And round beneath it. Time m hours, days, years. 
Driven by the spheres 

Like a vast shadow moved ; m which the world 
And all her train were hurled. 

The doting lover in his quaintest strain 
Did there complain ; 

Near him, his lute, his fancy, and his flights. 

Wit’s sour delights. 

With gloves, and knots, the silly snaies of pleasure, 
Yet his dear treasure. 

All scattered lay, v;hile he his eyes did pour 
Upon a flower. 

The darksome statesman, hung with weights and woe. 

Like a thick midnight-fog, moved there so slow. 

He did not stay, nor go , 

Condemning thoughts — ^hke sad eclipses — scowl 
Upon his soul. 

And clouds of crying wimesses without 
Pursu’d him with one shout 

Yet digg’d the mole, and lest his ways be found. 
Worked under ground. 
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Where he did clutch his prey , (But one did see 
That policy) , 

Churches and altars fed him 3 perjuries 
Were gnats and flies , 

It rained about him blood and tears , but he 
Drank them as free. 

The fearful miser on a heap of rust 
Sate pmmg all his hfe there, did scarce trust 
His own hands with the dust. 

Yet would not place one piece above, but hves 
In fear of thieves. 

Thousands there were as frantic as himself 
And hugged each one his pelf. 

The downright epicure placed heaven in sense 
And scorn’d pretence. 

While others, slipp’d into a wide excess, 

Said little less , 

The wealter sort slight, trivial wares enslave. 

Who think them brave , 

And poor, despised Truth sate countmg by 
Their victory. 

Yet some, who all this while did weep and smg, 
And smg, and weep, soared up mto the Rmg , 

But most would use no wmg. 

O fools (said I) thus to prefer dark night 
Before true light f 

To hve m grots and caves, and hate the day 
Because it shows the way. 

The way, which from this dead and dark abode 
Leads up to God, 

A way where you might tread the sun, and be 
More bright than he. 

But as I did their madness so discuss, 

One whisper’d thus. 

This Ring the Bridegroom did for none provide^ 

But for hts bnde. 

Henry Vaughan 
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THE NIGHT 

THROUGH that pure virgin-shrine, 

That sacred veil dravm o’er thy glorious nooUj 
That men might look and Iivej as glow-worms shine 
And face the moon • 

Wise Nicodcmus saw such light 
As made him know his God by night 

Most blest believer he I 
Who m that land of darkness and blmd eyes 
Thy long-expected healmg wings could see 
When thou didst rise^ 

And, what can never more be done. 

Did at midmght speak with the Sun • 

O who will tell me, where 
He foimd thee at that dead and silent hour ? 

What hallowed sohtary ground did bear 
So rare a flower 

Within whose sacred leaves did he 
The fulness of the Deity ? 

No mercy-seat of gold. 

No dead and dusty cherub, nor carved stone. 

But his own living works did my Lord hold 
And lodge alone , 

Where trees and herbs did watch and peep 
And wonder, while the Jews did sleep 

Dear Night ’ this world’s defeat , 

The stop to busy fools , care’s check and curb j 
The day of spirits , my soul’s calm retreat 
Which none disturb * 

Christ’s progress, and his prayer-tune , 

The hours to which high Heaven doth chime 

God’s silent, searchmg flight . 

When my Lord’s head is fill’d with dev/ and all 
His locks are wet with the clear drops of night , 

His still, soft call , 

His knockmg-time ; the soul’s dumb watch. 
When spirits their fair kindred catch 
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Were all my loud, evil days 
Calm and unhaunted as is thy dark tent. 

Whose peace but by some angel’s wing or voice 
Is seldom rent ; 

Then I in heaven all the long year 

Would keep, and never wander here. 

But hvmg where the sun 
Doth all things wake, and where all miy and tire 
Themselves and others, I consent and run 
To every mire ; 

And by this world’s ill-gmdmg hght. 

Err more than I can do by night 

There is m God (some say) 

A deep, but dazzlmg darkness , cs men here 
Say It is late and dusky, because they 
See not all clear 

O for that night 1 where I m him 

Might hve invisible and dim 

Henry Vaughan. 


- THE DAWNING 

A H 1 what time wilt thou come when shall that cry 
" The Bridegroom’s coming ' ” fill the sky ? 

Shall It in the evening run 

When our v^ords and works are done ? 

Or will thy all-surpnsmg light 
Bicak at midnight. 

When either sleep, or some dark pleasure 
Possesseth mad man without measure ? 

Or shall these early, fragrant hours 
Unlock thy bowers 
And with their blush of light descry 
Thy locks crowned with eternity ? 

Indeed, it is the only time 

That with thy glory doth best chime , 

All now are stirrmg, ev’ry field 
Full hymns doth yield. 
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The whole Creaoon shakes off nightj 
And for thy shadow looks the light ; 

Stars now vanish without numberj 
Sleepy planets set and slumber, 

The pursy clouds disband and scatter. 

All expect some sudden matter , 

Not one beam triumphs, but from far 
That morrung-star. 

Oh at what time soever thou. 

Unknown to us, the heavens wilt bow. 

And with thy angels in the van. 

Descend to judge poor careless man. 

Grant I may not like puddle he 
In a corrupt security. 

Where, if a traveller water crave. 

He finds it dead, and in a grave. 

But as this restless, vocal spring 
All day and mght doth run, and smg. 

And though here bom, yet is acquamted 
Elsewhere, and fiowmg keeps untamted , 

So let me all my busy age 
In thy free services engage , 

And though (while here) of force I must 
Have commerce sometimes with poor dust. 
And m my flesh, though vile and low. 

As this doth in her channel, flow. 

Yet let my course, my aim, my love 
And chief acquaintance be above , 

So when that day and hour shall come. 

In which thyself will be the sun, 

ThouTt find me dress’d and on my way, 
Watchmg the break of thy great day. 

J^enry Vat(ghan 

ANGUISH 

M Y God and Kmg ' to Thee 
I bow my knee , 

I bow my troubled soul, and greet 
With my foul heart thy holy feet 
Cast It, or tread it > it shall do 
Even what thou wilt, and praise thee too 
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My God, couJd I weep blood, 

Gla^y I would. 

Or if thou wilt give me that art, 

Which through the eyes pours out the heart, 

I will exhaust it all, and make 
Myself all tears, a v/eepmg lake 

O I ’tis an easy thing 
To write and smg ; 

But to write true, unfeigned verse 
Is very hard ! O God, disperse 
These weights, and give my spirit leave 
To act as well as to conceive ’ 

O my God, hear my cry , 

Or let me die i . . . 

Henry Vaughan. 


PHILLADA FLOUTS ME 

0 WHAT a plague is love I 
How shall I bear it ? 

She will mconstant prove, 

I greatly fear it 

She so torments my mmd 
That my strength faileth. 

And wavers with the wind 
As a slup saileth 

Please her the best I may, 

She loves still to gainsay , 

Alack and well-a-day I 
PhiUada flouts me. 

At the fair yesterday 
She did pass by me ; 

She look’d another way 
And would not spy me : 

1 woo’d her for to dme. 

But could not get her , 

Will had her to the wme — 

He might entreat her 
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With Daniel she did dance. 

On me she look’d askance ; 

0 thrice unhappy chance ! 
PhiUada flouts me. 

Fair maid, be not so coy. 

Do not disdain me ! 

1 am my mother’s joy • 

Sweet, entertain me I 

She’ll give me, when she dies. 

All that is fittmg 
Her poultry and her bees. 

And her goose sitting, 

A pair of mattrass beds. 

And a bag full of shreds , 

And yet, for all these goods, 
Phillada flouts me 1 

She hath a clout of imne 
Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which she keeps for a sign 
Of my fidelity : 

But i’ faith, if she flmch 
She shall not wear it ; 

To Tib, my t’other wench, 

I mean to bear it. 

And yet it grieves my heart 
So soon from her to part * 

Death strike me with his dart 1 
Phillada flouts me 

Thou shalt eat crudded cream 
All the year lastmg, 

And drmk the crystal stream 
Pleasant m tastmg , 

Whig and whey whilst thou lust. 
And bramble-berries, 

Pie-lid and pastry-crust. 

Pears, plums, and cherries. 
Thy raiment shall be thin. 

Made of a weevil’s slun — 
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Yet all’s not worth a pm 1 
PhiUada flouts me. 

In the last month of May 
I made her posies , 

I heard her often say 
That she loved roses. 

Cowshps and gillyflowers 
And the white lily 
I brought to deck the bowers 
For my sweet PhiUy. 

But she did all disdam. 

And threw them back again ; 

Therefore ’ns flat and plain 
PhiUada flouts me. 

Fair maiden, have a care. 

And m time take me , 

I can have those as fair 
If you forsake me 
For Doll the dairy-maid 
Laugh’d at me lately. 

And wanton Wmiffed 
Favours me greatly. 

One throws milk on my clothes. 

T’other plays %vith my nose , 

What wantmg signs are those ? 

Phillada flouts me, 

I caimot work nor sleep 
At all in season 

Love wounds my heart so deep. 

Without all reason. 

I ’gm to pme away 
In my love’s shadow. 

Like as a fat beast may, 

Penn’d in a meadow. 

I shall be dead, I fear. 

Within this thousand year : 

And all for that my dear 
PhiUada flouts me. Anonymous 
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LOVE’S SECRET 
NEVER seek to tell tliy love, 

Love that never told can be , 

For the gentle wind docs move 
Silently, invisibly. 

I told my love, I told my love, 

I told her all my heart 5 
Tremblmg, cold, m ghastly fears. 

Ah 1 she did depart 1 

Soon as she was gone from me, 

A traveller came by, 

Silently, mvisibly : 

He took her with a sigh. 

William BlaKc. 


MILTON 

AND did tliose feet m ancient time 
Walk upon England’s mountains green ? 
And was the Holy Lamb of God 
On England’s pleasant pastures seen ? 

And did the countenance divine 
Shine forth upon our clouded lulls ? 

And was Jerusalem budded here 
Among these dark satamc mills ? 

Brmg me my bow of burmng gold 1 
Brmg me my arrows of desire ! 

Bring me my spear I O clouds, unfold I 
Brmg me my chariot of fire 1 

I Will not cease from mental fight. 

Nor shall my sword sleep m my hand. 
Till we have built Jerusalem 
In England’s green and pleasant land 

William Blake 
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I WANDERED LONELY 
I WANDERED lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o’er vales and hills 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils ; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way. 

They stretched in never-ending hne 
Along the margm of a bay . 

Ten thousand saw I at a glance. 

Tossing their heads m sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced , but they 
Out-did the sparldmg waves in glee 
A poet could not be but gay. 

In such a jocund company • 

I gazed — and gazed — but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought ; 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood. 

They flash upon that mward eye 
Which IS the bliss of sohtude , 

And then my heart with pleasure fills. 

And dances with the daffodils. 

Wilham Wordsworth. 


HUMAN LIFE 

I F dead, we cease to be , if total gloom 
Swallow up life’s brief flash for ay, we fare 
As summer-gusts, of sudden birth and doom. 
Whose sound and motion not alone declare. 
But are their whole of bemg * If the breath 
Be Life itself, and not its task and tent. 

If even a soul like Milton’s can know death j 
O Man ! thou vessel purposeless, unmeant. 
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Yet dronc-hivc strange of phantom purposes I 
Surplus of nature’s dread activity. 

Which, as she gazed on some nigh-finish’d vase. 
Retreating slow, witli meditative pause, 

She form’d with restless hands unconsciously I 
Blank accident 1 nothing’s anomaly 1 

If rootless thus, thus substancclcss thy state. 

Go, weigh thj’’ dreams, and be tliy hopes, thy fears. 

The counter- weights ’ — Thy laughter and thy tears 
Mean but themselves, each fittest to create. 

And to repay the other I Why rejoices 
Thy heart with hollow joy for hollow good? 

Why cowl thy face beneath the mourner’s hood. 

Why waste thy sighs, and thy lamenting voices. 

Image of Image, Ghost of Ghostly Elf, 

That such a thing as thou feel’st warm or cold ? 

Yet what and whence thy gam, if thou withhold 
These costless shadows of thy shadowy self? 

Be sad ! be glad ! be neither ! seek, or shun I 
Thou hast no reason why 1 Thou canst have none ; 
Thy bemg’s bemg is contradiction 

5. T. Colcrtdge. 


JENNY KISS’D ME 
JENNY kiss’d me when we met, 

Jumpmg from the chair she sat in ; 

Time, you thief, who love to get 
Sweets into your list, put that m I 
Say I’m weary, say I’m sad. 

Say that health and wealth have miss’d me, 
Say I’m growing old, but add, 

Jenny kiss’d me. 

Leigh Hunt 

WE’LL GO NO MORE A-ROVING 
so, we’ll go no more a-rovmg 
So late mto the mght. 

Though the heart be still as loving, 

And the moon be still as bright. 
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For the sword outwears its sheath. 

And the soul wears out the breast, 
And the heart must pause to breathe. 
And love itself have rest. 

Though the night was made for loving, 
And the day returns too soon. 

Yet wc’Jl go no more a-rovmg 
By the light of the moon. 

Byron. 


LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY 
THE fountams mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean. 

The winds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion , 

Nothing in the world is smgle ; 

All thmgs by a law divme 
In one another’s being mingle. 

Why not I with thine ? 

See the mountains kiss high heaven 
And the waves clasp one another , 

No sister-flower would be forgiven 
If It disdained its brother , 

And the sunhght clasps the earth 
And the moonbeams kiss the sea • 
What are all these kissmgs worth 
If thou kiss not me ? 

P. B. Shelley. 


TO NIGHT 

SWIFTLY walk o’er the western wave. 
Spirit of Night I 
Out of the misty eastern cave. 

Where, all the long and lone day-hght. 
Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear. 
Which make thee terrible and dear — 
Swift be tliy flight I 
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Wrap thy form in a mantle gray, 
Star-mwrought • 

Bhnd with thme hair the eyes of Day ; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land, 
Touchmg all with thme opiate wand — 

Come, long-sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 

When hght rode high, and the dew was gone. 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 

And the weary day turned to his rest, 
Lmgering lilce an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee 

Thy brother Death came, and cned, 

Wouldst thou me ? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 
Murmured like a noontide bee. 

Shall I nestle near thy side ? 

Wouldst thou me ? — And I replied. 

No, not thee I 

Death will come when thou art dead. 

Soon, too soon — 

Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night — 

Swift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon I 

P. B. Shelley 

WRITTEN IN THE FIELDS 
T o one who has been long m city pent, 

’Tis very sweet to look mto the fair 
And open face of heaven, — ^to breathe a prayer 
FuU m the smile of the blue firmament 
Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content. 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
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Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 
And gentle tale of love and languishment ? 
Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of Philomel, — an eye 
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career. 

He mourns that day so soon has glided by . 

E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear. 

That falls through the clear ether silently 

John Keats. 


DAYS 

DAUGHTERS of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes 
And marching single in an endless file, 

Bnng diadems and faggots in their hands. 

To each they offer gifts after his will — 

Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all. 
I, in my pleached garden, watch’d the pomp. 

Forgot my mormng wishes, hastily 
Took a few herbs and apples, and the day 
Turn’d and departed silent I, too late, 

Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

A FAREWELL 

FLOW down, cold rivulet, to the sea. 

Thy tribute wave deliver 

No more by thee my steps shall be. 

For ever and for ever. 

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea, 

A rivulet then a river : 

Nowhere by thee my steps shall be. 

For ever and for ever. 

But here will sigh thine alder tree. 

And here thine aspen shiver , 

And here by thee will hum the bee, 

For ever and for ever. 
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A thousand suns will stream on thce^ 

A thousand moons will quiver , 

But not by thee my steps shall be. 

For ever and for ever. Tennyson . 


TWO IN THE CAMPAGNA 
I WONDER do you feel to-day 
As I have felt since, hand in hand. 

We sat down on the grass, to stray 
In spirit better tlirough the land, 

This morn of Rome and May ? 

For me, I touched a thought, I know, 

Has tantalized me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 
Mocking across our path) for ihymes 
To catch at and let go. 

Help me to hold it I First it left 
The yellowmg fennel, run to seed 
There, branching from tlie brickwork’s cleft. 
Some old tomb’s rum 5 yonder v/ced 
Took up the floatmg weft. 

Where one small orange cup amassed 
Five beetles — ^blmd and green they grope 
Among the honey-meal , and last. 
Everywhere on the grassy slope 
I traced it Hold it fast I 

The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere ! 

Silence and passion, joy and peace. 

An everlastmg wash of air — 

Rome’s ghost since her decease 

Such life here, through such length of hours, 
Such muacles performed m play. 

Such primal naked forms of flowers. 

Such letting Nature have her way 
While Heaven looks from its towers I 
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How say you ? Let us, O my dove. 

Let us be unashamed of soul. 

As earth hes bare to heaven above I 
How IS It imder our control 
To love or not to love ? 

I would that you were all to me. 

You that are )ust so much, no more. 

Nor yoiurs, nor mine, nor slave nor free I 
Where does the fault he ? What the core 
Of the wotmd, since woimd must be ? 

I would I could adopt your will. 

See with your eyes, and set my heart 
Beating by yours, and drink my fill 
At your soul's springs, — ^your part my part 
In life, for good and ill. 

No, I yearn upward, touch you close. 

Then stand away. I kiss your cheek. 

Catch your soul’s warmth — I pluck the rose 
And love it more than tongue can speak — 
Then the good minute goes. 

Already hov/ am I so far 

Out of that minute ? Must I go 
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar. 

Onward, whenever hght wmds blow. 

Fixed by no friendly star ? 

Just when I seemed about to learn f 
Where is the thread now ? Off agam I 
The old tnck * Only I discern — 

Infimte passion, and the pam 
Of fimte hearts that yearn Btov>mng. 

MAGNA EST VERITAS 

HERE, m this little Bay, 

Full of tumultuous hfe and great repose. 

Where, twice a day. 

The purposeless, glad ocean comes and goes, 

Under high chffs, and far from the huge town, 

I sit me down. 
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For want of me the world’s course will not fail : 
When all its work is done, the lie shall rot } 

The truth is great, and shall prevail. 

When none cares whether it prevail or not. 

Coventry Patmore. 

LIFE OF LIFE 

what’s that, which, ere I spake, was gone 

So jojdiil and mtense a spark 

That, whilst o’erhead the wonder shone. 

The day, before but dull, grew dark ? 

I do not know , but this I know, 

That, had the splendour lived a year, 

The truth that I some heavenly show 
Did see, could not be now more clear. 

This know I too . might mortal breatli 
Express the passion then inspired. 

Evil would die a natural death. 

And nothing transient be desired ; 

And error from the soul would pass. 

And leave the senses pure and strong 
As sunbeams. But the best, alas. 

Has neither memory nor tongue r 

LOVE SIGHT 

WHEN do I see thee most, beloved one ? 

When m the hght the spirits of mine ej^es 
Before thy face, their altar, solemnize 
The worship of that Love through thee made known 
Or when, in the dusk hours, (we two alone,) 
Close-kiss’d and eloquent of still replies 
Thy twihght-hidden ghmmermg visage lies. 

And my soul only sees thy soul its oum ^ 

O love, my love ! if I no more should see 
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee. 

Nor image of thme eyes in any spring, — 

How then should sound upon Life’s darkenmg slope 
The ground-whul of the perish’d leaves of Hope, 

The wmd of Death’s imperishable wmg ^ 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti 
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THE WOODSPURGE 
THE wind flapped loose^ the wind v;as still. 
Shaken out dead from tree and hill ; 

I had wallsj’d on at the wmd’s will, — 

I sat now, for the wmd was still. 

Between my knees my forehead was^ — 

My lips, drawn in, said not Alas I 
My hair was over m the grass. 

My naked ears heard the day pass. 

My eyes, wide open, had the run 
Of some ten weeds to fix upon ; 

Among those few, out of the sun. 

The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one. 

From perfect grief there need not be 

Wisdom or even memory 

One thmg then learnt remams to me, — 

The woodspurge has a cup of three. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 

MODERN LOVE 

XLVII 

W E saw the swallows gathermg m the sky. 

And m the osier-isle we heard them noise. 

We had not to look back on summer joys. 

Or forward to a summer of bright dye ; 

But in the largeness of the evemng earth 
Our spirits grew as we went side by side 
The hour became her husband and my bride. 

Love that had robbed us so, thus blessed our dearth I 

The pilgrims of the year waxed very loud 

In multitudmous chattermgs, as the flood 

Full brown came from the West, and like pale blood 

Expanded to the upper crimson cloud 

Love that had robbed us of immortal thmgs. 

This little moment mercifully gave, 

Where I have seen across the twihght wave 
The swan sail with her young beneath her wmgs. 

George Meredith 
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SEED-TIME 

FLOWERS of the willow-herb arc v/ool ; 
Flowers of the briar berries red ; 

Speeding their seed as the breeze may rule. 
Flowers of the thistle loosen the thread. 
Flowers of the clematis dnp in beard. 

Slack from the fir-tree youngly climbed j 
Chaplets m air, flies foliage seared ; 

Heeled upon earth, he clusters rimed. 

Where were skies of the mantle stained 
Orange and scarlet, a coat of frieze 
Travels from North till day has waned. 
Tattered, soaked m the ditch’s dyes ; 
Tumbles the rook imder grey or slate ; 

Else enfoldmg us, damps to the bone , 
Narrows the world to my neighbour’s gate , 
Pamts me Life as a wheezy crone 

Now seems none but the spider lord ; 

Star in circle his web waits prey, 

Silvermg bush-mounds, blue brushmg sward 
Slow runs the hour, swift flits the ray. 

Now to his thread-shroud is he nigh. 

Nigh to the tangle where wings are sealed. 
He who frolicked the jewelled fly ; 

All IS adroop on the down and the weald. 

Mists more lone for the sheep-bell enwrap 
Nights that tardily let shp a mom 
Paler than moons, and on noontide’s lap 
Flamc’dies cold, like the rose late born 
Rose bora late, bom withered m bud ! — 

I, even I, for a zemth of sun 
Cry, to fulfil me, nourish my blood : 

O for a day of the long hght, one I 

Master the blood, nor read by chills. 

Earth admomshes ; Hast thou ploughed. 
Sown, reaped, harvested gram for the mills, 
Thou hast the light over shadov/ of cloud 
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Steadily eyeing, before that wail 
Animal-infant, thy nund began. 

Momently nearer me . should sight fail. 

Plod m the track of the husbandman. 

Verily now is our season of seed. 

Now in our Autumn ; and Earth discerns 
Them that have served her in them that can read, 
Glassmg, where under the surface she burns, 
Qyick at her wheel, while the fuel, decay. 
Brightens the fire of renewal • and we ? 

Death is the word of a bovine-day. 

Know you the breast of the sprmgmg To-be. 

George Meredith. 


MIRAGE 

THE hope I dreamed of was a dream. 

Was but a dream j and now I wake. 

Exceeding comfortless, and worn, and old. 

For a dream’s sake. 

I hang my harp upon a tree, 

A weepmg willow m a lake , 

I hang my silent harp there, wrung and snapt 
For a dream’s sake. 

Lie still, he still, my breaking heart ; 

My silent heart, he still and break • 

Life, and the world, and mine own self, are changed 
For a dream’s sake. 

Chnsttna Rossetti. 

WEATHERS 

THIS IS the weather the cuckoo hltes, 

And so do I j 

When showers betumble the chestnut spikes, 

Amd nesthngs fly j 

And the little brown mghtmgale bills his best. 
And they sit outside the “ Traveller’s Rest,” 

And maids come forth spng-mushn drest. 

And citizens dream of the South and West, 

And so do I. 
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This IS the weather the shepherd shuns, 

And so do I : 

When beeches drip in browns and duns. 

And thresh, and ply j 
And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe, 

And meadow rivulets overflow. 

And drops on gate-bars hang in a row, 

And rooks m families homeward go. 

And so do I. 

Thomas Hardy 


1 BENDED UNTO 2vIE 
I BENDED imto me a bough of Aiay, 

That I might see and smell * 

It bore It m a sort of way. 

It bore It very well 

But when I let it backward sway, 

Then it were hard to tell 

With v/hat a toss, with what a swing. 

The damty thing 
Resumed its proper level. 

And sent me to the devil 
I know It did — ^you doubt it ? 

I turned, and saw them whispermg about it. 

T. E. Broion. 


THE LADY POVERTY 
THE Lady Poverty was fair : 

But she has lost her looks of late. 

With change of times and change of air. 
Ah slattern I she neglects her hair. 

Her gown, her shoes j she keeps no state 
As once when her pure feet were bare. 

Or — almost worse, if worse can be — 

She scolds m parlours, dusts and trims, 
Watches and counts. O is this she 
Whom Francis met, whose step was free. 
Who with Obedience carolled hymns. 

In Umbria walked with Chastity ? 
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Where is her ladyhood ? Not here. 

Not among modern kmds of men ; 

But in the stony fields, where clear 
Through the thm trees the skies appear, 

In dehcate spare soil and fen. 

And slender landscape and austere. 

Alice Meyncll 


TO SILENCE 

^'Spacc, the bound of a solid silence, then, the form of a melody 
NOT, Silence, for thme idleness I raise 
My silence-bounded singmg in thy praise. 

But for thy moulding of my Mozart’s tune 
Thy hold upon the bird that sings the moon. 

Thy magisterial ways 

Man’s lovely defimte melody-shapes are thine. 
Outlined, controlled, compressed, complete, divine , 
Also thy fine mtrusions do I trace. 

Thy afterthoughts, thy wandering, thy grace. 

Within the poet’s Ime. 

Thy secret is the song that is to be. 

Music had never stature but for thee. 

Sculptor ! strong as the sculptor Space whose hand 
Urged the Discobolus and bade him stand 

♦ * • • 

Man, on his way to Silence, stops to hear and see 

Alice Meynell 


THE WIND IS BLIND 

"Eyeless, m Gaza, at the mill, with slaves.” 

Milton's Samson, 

THE Wind is bhnd 

The earth sees sun and moon , the height 
Is watch-tower to the dawn , the plain 
Shines to the summer ; visible light 
Is scattered in the drops of ram. 
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The wind is blind. 

The flashing billows are aware , 

With open eyes the cities see , 

Light leaves the ether, everywhere 
Known to the homing bird and bee. 

The wmd is bhnd. 

Is blind alone. How has he hurled 
His Ignorant lash, his aimless dart. 

His eyeless rush upon the world, 

Unseemg, to break his unknown heart ! 

The wmd is blind 
And the sail traps him, and the mill 
Captures him ; and he cannot save 
His swiftness and his desperate will 
From those blind uses of the slave. 

Alice Meynell. 


JULY FUGITIVE 
CAN you tell me where has hid her 
Pietty Maid July ? 

I would swear one day ago 
She passed by, 

I would swear that I do know 
The blue bliss of her eye 
“ Tarry, maid, maid,” I bid her j 
But she hastened by 
Do you know where she has hid her. 
Maid July ? 

Yet in truth it needs must be 
The flight of her is old ; 

Yet m truth it needs must be. 

For her nest, the earth, is cold. 

No more m the pooled Even 
Wade her rosy feet. 

Dawn-flakes no more plash from them 
To poppies ’mid the wheat. 
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She has muddied the day’s oozes 
With her petulant feet. 

Scared the clouds that floated, 

As sea-birds they were. 

Slow on the cocrule 
Lulls of the air. 

Lulled on the luminous 
Levels of air . 

She has chidden in a pet 
All her stars from her , 

Now they wander loose and sigh 
Through the turbid blue. 

Now they wander, weep, and cry — 

Yea, and I too — 

“ Where are you, sweet July, 

Where arc you ? ” 

Who hath beheld her footprints. 

Or the pathway she goes ? 

Tell me, wmd, tell me, wheat. 

Which of you knows ? 

Sleeps she swathed in the flushed Arctic 
Night of the Rose ? 

Or he her limbs like Alp-glow 
On the lily’s snows ? 

Gales, that are all-visitant. 

Find the runaway ; 

And for him who findeth her 
(I do charge you say) 

I will throw largesse of broom 
Of this summer’s mintage, 

I will broach a honey-bag 
Of the bee’s best vmtage. 

Breezes, wheat, flowers sweet. 

None of them knows I 
How then shall we lure her back 
From the way she goes ? 

For It were a shameful thmg. 

Saw we not this comer 
Ere Autumn camp upon the fields 
Red With rout of Summer, 
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When the bird quits the cage. 

We set the cage outside. 

With seed and with water. 

And the door wide. 

Haply we may win it so 
Back to abide 

Hang her cage of Earth out 
O’er Heaven’s sunward wall. 

Its four gates open, winds in watch 
By reindd cars at all ; 

Relume in hangmg hedgerows 
The rain-quenchcd blossom. 

And roses sob their tears out 

On the gale’s warm heaving bosom j 
Shake the Iihes till their scent 
Over-drip their nms 
That our runaway may see 
We do know her whims 
Sleek the tumbled waters out 
For her travelled limbs ; 

Strew and smooth blue night thereon : 

There will — O not doubt her I — 

The lovely sleepy lady lie. 

With aU her stars about her 1 

Franas Thompson. 

FROM THE NIGHT OF FOREBEING 

" In the chaos of preordination, and night of our forebeings." 

Sir Thomas Moore, 

" Et lux in tenebns erat, et tenebrE earn non comprehenderunt " 

St.John. 

CAST Wide the foldmg doorways of the East, 

For now is light mcreased I 

And the wmd-besomed chambers of the air. 

See they be garmshed fair ; 

And look the ways exhale some precious odours. 
And set ye all about wild-breathing spice. 

Most fit for Paradise * 

Now is no time for sober gravity. 

Season enough has Nature to be wise j 
But now discmt, with raiment ghttermg free, 
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Shake she the ringing rafters of the skies 
With festal footing and bold joyance sweet. 

And let the earth be druniten and carouse I 
For lo, into her house 

Spring IS come home with her world-wandering feet, 
And all things are made young with young desires , 
And all for her is hght increased 
In yellow stars and yellow daffodJs, 

And East to West, and West to East, 

Flmg answering welcome-fires, 

By dawn and day-fall, on the jocund hills. 

And ye, winged minstrels of her fair meinie, 

Bcmg newly coated in glad livery, 

Upon her steps attend, 

And round her treading dance, and without end 
Reel your shrill lutany. 

What popular breath her commg does out-tell 
The garrulous leaves among ! 

What little noises stir and pass 

From blade to blade along the voluble grass ! 

O Nature, never- done 
Ungap ed-at Pentecostal miracle, 

We hear thee, each man in his proper tongue 1 
Break, elemental children, break ye loose 
From the stnet frosty rule 
Of grey-beard Wmter’s school 

Vault, O young winds, vault m your tncksome courses 
Upon the snowy steeds that reinless use 
In cccrule pampas of the heaven to run ; 

Foaled of the white sea-horses. 

Washed in the lambent waters of the sun. 

Let even the slug-abed snail upon the thorn 
Put forth a conscious horn I 
Mine elemental co-mates, j'oy each one j 
And ah, my foster-brethren, seem not sad — 

No, seem not sad. 

That my strange heart and I should be so little glad. 
Suffer me at your leafy feast 
To sit apart, a somewhat ahen guest, 

And watch your nurth, 

Unsharmg in the liberal laugh of earth s 
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Yet with, a sympathy 

Begot of wholly sad and half-sweet memory — 
The httle sweetness making grief complete ; 

Famt wind of wings from hours that distant beat. 
When I, I too. 

Was once, O wild compamons, as are you, — 

Ran v/itli such wilful feet ; 

Wraith of a recent day and dead. 

Risen wanly overhead. 

Frail, strengthless as a noon-belated moon. 

Or as the glazmg eyes of watery heaven. 

When the sick mght sinlts into deathly swoon 


A higher and a solemn voice 
I heard through your gay-hearted noise ; 

A solemn meanmg and a stiller voice 

Sounds to me from far days when I too shall rejoice. 

Nor more be with your jollity at strife. 

O prophecy 

Of things that are, and are not, and shall be 1 
The great-vatmed Angel March 
Hath trumpeted 

His clangorous “ Sleep no more ’ to all the dead — 

Beat his strong vans o'er earth, and air, and sea. 

And they have heard , 

Hark to thQ Jubilate of the bird 

For them that found the dymg way to life I 

And they have heard. 

And qmcken to the great precursive word ; 

Green spray showers hghtly down the cascade of the larch j 
The graves are riven. 

And the Sun comes with power amid the clouds of heaven ! 
Before his way 

Went forth the trumpet of the March , 

Before his way, before his way 
Dances the pennon of the May ’ 

O Earth, unchilded, widowed Earth, so long 
Liftmg m patient pine and ivy-tree 
Mournful behef and steadfast prophecy. 

Behold now all tlungs are made true I 
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Behold your bridegroom cometh in to you. 

Exceeding glad and strong 

Raise up your eyes, O raise your eyes abroad ! 

No more shall you sit sole and vidual, 

Searchmg, m servile pall. 

Upon the hieratic mgbt the star-sealed sense of all : 
Rejoice, O barren, and look forth abroad I 
Your chJdren gathered back to your embrace 
See with a mother’s face. 

Look up, O mortals, and the portent heed ; 

In very deed. 

Washed with new fire to their irradiant birth. 
Reintegrated are the heavens and earth ! 

From sky to sod. 

The world’s unfolded blossom smells of God 


O imagery 

Of that which was the first, and is the last ! 

For, as the dark profound nativity, 

God saw the end should be. 

When the world’s infant horoscope He cast. 
Unshackled from the bnght Phoebean awe. 

In leaf, flower, mold, and tree. 

Resolved mto dividual hberty. 

Most strengthless, imparticipant, inane, 

Or suffered the ill peace of lethargy, 

Lo, the Earth eased of rule • 

Unsummered, granted to her own worst smart 
The dear wish of the fool — 

Dismtegration, merely which man’s heart 
For freedom understands, 

Amid the frog-like errors from the damp 
And quaking swamp 

Of the low popular levels spawned in all the lands. 
But thou, O Earth, dost much disdain 
The bondage of thy waste and futile reign, 

And sweetly to the great compulsion draw 
Of God’s alone true-manumitting law. 

And Freedom, only which the wise mtcnd. 

To work thme innate end. 
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Over thy vacant counterfeit of death 

Broods with soft urgent breath 

Love, that is child of Beauty and of Awe : 

To intercleavage of sharp warring pam. 

As of contending chaos come agam. 

Thou wak’st, O Earth, 

And work’st from change to change and birth to birth 
Creation old as hope, and new as sight , 

For meed of toil not vam, 

Hearmg once more the primal fiat toll : 

" Let there be hght I ” 

And there is hght 1 
Light flagrant, manifest ; 

Light to the zemth, light from pole to pole ; 

Light from the East that waxeth to the West, 

And with Its pmssant goiags-forth 
Encroaches on the South and on the North ; 

And vsith its great approaches does prevail 
Upon the sullen fastness of the height. 

And summomng its levied power 

Crescent and confident through the crescent hour. 

Goes dovm with laughters on the subject vale. 

Light flagrant, manifest , 

Light to the sentient closeness of the breast, 

Light to the secret chambers of the brain ’ 

And thou up-floatest, warm, and newly-bathed. 

Earth, through delicious air. 

And with thme own apparent beauties swathed, 
Wrmgmg the waters from thme arborous hq ir , 

That all men’s hearts, which do behold and see. 

Grow weak with their exceedmg much desire. 

And turn to thee on fire. 

Enamoured with their utter wish of thee, 

Anadyomene ! 

What vme-outqmckemng life all creatures sup, 

Fee], for the air withm its sapphire cup 
How It does leap, and twinkle headily I 
Feel, for Earth’s bosom pants, and heaves her scarfing 
sea. 

And roimd and round in bacchanal rout reel the swift 
spheres intemperably I 
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My Iitde-worlded self I the shadows pass 
In this thy sister-world, as m a glass. 

Of all processions that revolve in thee : 

Not only of cychc Man 
Thou here discern’st the plan. 

Not only of cychc Man, but of the cj^chc Me. 

Not solely of Mortahty’s great years 
The reflex just appears. 

But thine own bosom’s year, still circlmg round 

In ample and in ampler gyre 

Toward the far completion, wherewith crowned. 

Love unconsumed shall chant m his own furnace-fire 
How many trampled and deciduous joys 
Ennch thy soul for joys deciduous still. 

Before the distance shall fulfil 
Cyclic imrest with solemn eqmpoise f 
Happiness is the shadov/ of tlungs past, 

Which fools still take for that which is to be I 
And not all foolishly * 

For all the past, read true, is prophecy. 

And all the firsts are haimtings of some Last, 

And all the spnngs are flash-lights of one Spring, 

Then leaf, and flower, and fall-less fruit 
Shall hang together on the unyellowmg bough ; 

And silence shall be Music mute 
For her surcharged heart. Hush thou ' 

These things are far too sure that thou should’st dream 
Thereof, lest they appear as things that seem 

Shade withm shade I for deeper in the glass 
Now other imaged meamngs pass , 

And as the man, the poet there is read. 

Winter with me, alack ' 

Wmter on every hand I find : 

Soul, brain, and pulses dead. 

The mind no further by the warm sense fed, 

The soul weak-stirrmg in the and mmd. 

More tearless-weak to flash itself abroad 

Than the earth’s life beneath the frost-scorched sod. 

My lips have drought, and ciack. 

By laving music long unvisited. 
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Beneath the austere and macerating rune 
Draws back constricted m its icy urns 
The gemal flame of Earth, and there 
With torment and with tension does prepare 
The lush disclosures of the vernal time. 

All joys draw inward to their icy urns, 

Tormented by constraimng rime. 

And there. 

With imdehght and throe prepare 
The bounteous efflux of the vernal time. 

Nor less beneath compulsive Law 
Rebuked draw 

The numbdd musics back upon my heart , 

Whose yet-triumphant course I know 
And prevalent pulses forth shall start. 

Like cataracts that with thunderous hoof charge the 
disbandmg snow. 

All power is bound 

In qmckemng refusal so j 

And silence is the lair of sound , 

In act Its impulse to dehver. 

With fluctuance and quiver 

The endeavourmg thew grows rigid Strong 

From its retracted coil strikes the resihent song. 


Giver of sprmg. 

And song, and every young new thmg ! 

Thou only seest m me, so stripped and bare. 

The lyric secret waiting to be born. 

The patient term allowed 

Before it stretch and flutteringly unfold 

Its rumpled webs of amethyst-freaked, diaphanous gold. 

And what hard task abstracts me from delight, 

Fillmg with hopeless hope and dear despair 
The still-born day and parched fields of mght. 

That my old way of song, no longer fan. 

For lack of serene care. 

Is grown a stony and a weed-choked plot. 

Thou only know’st aright. 

Thou only know’st, for I know not 
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How many songs must die that this may live ! 

And shall this most rash hope and fugitive, 

Fulfilled Witli beauty and mth might 
In days whose feet are rumorous on tlie air, 

Malte me forget to grieve 

For songs which might have been, nor ever were ? 

Stern the denial, the travail slov/. 

The struggling wall will scantly grow : 

And though with that dread ntc of sacrifice 
Ordained for during edifice. 

How long, how long ago 1 

Into that wall which will not thrive 

I build myself alive. 

Ah, who shall tell me will the wall uprise ? 

Thou wilt not tell me, who dost only know I 
Yet soil in mind I keep, 

He that observes the wmd shall hardly sow. 

He that regards the clouds shall hardly reap. 

Thine ancient way 1 I give. 

Nor wit if I receive , 

Risk all, who all would gain * and blmdiy. Be it so. 

“ And bhndly,” said I ’ — ^No ! 

That saying I tmsay the wings 

Hear I not m pnevement winnowmgs 

Of coming songs, that lift my hair and sor it ? 

What winds tvith music wet do the sweet storm foreshow ! 
Utter stagnation 

Is the solstitial slumber of the spirit, 

The blear and blank negation of all life 

But these sharp questionings mean strife, and strife 

Is the negation of negation. 

The thmg from which I turn my troubled look, 

Fearing the gods’ rebuke , 

That perturbation putting glory on. 

As is the golden vortex in the West 
Over the foundered sun , 

That — ^but low breathe it, lest the Nemesis 
Unchild me, vaunting this — 

Is bliss, the hid, hugged, swaddled bliss I 
O youngling Joy carest I 
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That on my now first-mothered breast 
Phest the strange wonder of thine infant lip 
What tins aghast surprise of keenest panging, 
Wherefrom I blench, and cry thy soft mouth rest ? 
Ah hold, withhold, and let the sweet mouth slip I 
So, with such pam, recoils the woolly dam. 
Unused, affrighted, from her yeanlmg lamb ; 

I, one with her in cruel fellowship. 

Marvel what immaternal thmg I am 

Nature, enough I Withm thy glass 
Too many and too stem the shadows pass. 

In this delighted season, flammg 
For thy resurrection-feast. 

Ah, more I think the long ensepulture cold. 

Than stony wmter rolled 

From the unsealed mouth of the holy East , 

The snowdrop’s samtly stoles less heed 
Than the snow-cloistered penance of the seed. 

’Tis the weak flesh reclaiming 
Against the ordmance 

Which yet for just the accepting spirit scans. 

Earth waits, and patient heaven. 

Self-bonded God doth wait 
Thrice-promulgated bans 
Of His fair nuptial-date 
And power is man’s. 

With that great word of “ Wait,” 

To still the sea of tears. 

And shake the iron heart of Fate 

In that one word is strong 

An else, alas, much-mortal song j 

With sight to pass the frontier of all spheres. 

And voice which does my sight such wrong 

Not without fortitude I wait 
The dark majestical ensuit 
Of destmy, nor peevish rate 
Calm-knowledged Fate 

I, that no part have in the time’s bragged way. 
And Its loud bmit 
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I, in this house so nftedj marred^ 

So ill to hve in, hard to leave ; 

I, so star-weaxy, over-warred. 

That have no ]oy in tins your day — 

Rather foul fume englutting, tliat of day 
Confounds all ray — 

But only stand aside and grieve ; 

I yet have sight bej’oad the smoke. 

And kiss the gods’ feet, though they wreak 
Upon me stroke and again stroke , 

And this my seeing is not weak 

The Woman I behold, whose vision seek 

All eyes and know not ; t’ward whom climb 

The steps o’ the world, and beats all wing of rhyme. 

And knows not , ’tvaxt the sun and moon 
Her inexpressible front enstarred 
Tempers the wrangling spheres to tune ; 

Their divergent harmomes 
Concluded in the concord of her eyes. 

And vestal dances of her glad regard 
I sec, which fretteth with surmise 
Much heads grown unsagacious-grey. 

The slow aim of wise-hearted Time, 

Which folded cycles within cycles cloak , 

We pass, we pass, we pass ; this does not pass away. 

But holds the furrowing earth stdl harnessed to its yoke. 
The stars stiU write their golden purposes 
On heaven’s high palimpsest, and no man sees. 

Nor any therem Daniel , I do hear 
From the revolvmg year 
A voice which cries : 

“ All dies , 

Lo, how all dies 1 O seer. 

And all things too arise • 

All dies, and all is bom ; [Morn.” 

But each resurgent morn, behold, more near the Perfect 

Firm IS the man, and set beyond the cast 
Of Fortune’s game, and the imqmtous hour. 

Whose falcon soul sits fast. 

And not intends her high sagacious tour 
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Or ere the quarry sighted ; who looks past 
To slow much sweet from htilc msrant sour. 

And m the first docs always sec the last 

Frajms Thompson. 

MY BODY WHICH MY DUNGEON IS 
M Y body, which my dungeon is, 

And yet my parks and palaces — 

Which IS so great that there I go 
All the day long to and fro. 

And when the mght begms to fall 
Throw down my bed and sleep, tvhilc all 
The building hums with wakefulness — 

Even as a child of savages 
When evening takes her on her w ay, 

(She havmg roamed a summer’s day 
Along the mountain-sides and scalp) 

Sleeps in the antre of that alp . — 

Which IS so broad and high that there. 

As m the topless field of air. 

My fancy soars like to a kite 
And famts in the blue mfimte — 

Which is so strong, my strongest throes 
And the rough world’s besieging blows 
Not ’creak it, and so weak withal. 

Death ebbs and flows in its loose W'all 
As the green sea m fishers’ nets. 

And tops Its topmost parapets • — 

Which IS so wholly mine that I 
Can wield its whole artillery, 

And mme so little, that my soul 
Dwells in perpetual control. 

And I but think and speak and do 
As my dead fathers move me to — 

If this born body of my bones 
The beggared soul so barely owns. 

What money passed from hand to hand. 

What creepmg custom of the land. 

What deed of author or assign. 

Can make a house a thing of mine ? 

R L. Stevenson. 
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SLOW SPRING 

o YEAR 3 grow slowly Exquisite, holy. 

The days go on 

With almonds showing the pink stars blowing. 
And birds in the dawn 

Grow slowly, year, like a child that is dear. 

Or a lamb that is mild. 

By httle steps, and by little skips. 

Like a lamb or a child. 

Katharine Tynan. 

THAT THE NIGHT COME 
SHE hved in storm, and strife. 

Her soul had such desire 
For what proud death may brmg 
That It could not endure 
The common good of life. 

But lived as ’twere a king 
That packed his marriage day 
With banneret and pennon. 

Trumpet and kettledrum. 

And the outrageous cannon. 

To bundle time away 
That the night come. 

W. B. Yeats. 

SOLOMON AND THE WITCH 
AND thus declared that Arab lady : 

“ Last night, where under the wild moon 
On grassy mattress I had laid me, 

Withm my arms great Solomon, 

I suddenly cried out in a strange tongue 
Not his, not mine ” 

And he that knew 
All sounds by bird or angel sung 
Answered : “ A crested cockerel crew 
Upon a blossoming apple bough 
Three hundred years before the F^, 

And never crew again till now. 
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And would not now but that he thought. 
Chance bemg at one with Choice at last. 
All that the brigand apple brought 
And this foul world were dead at last. 

He that crowed out eternity 
Thought to have crowed it in again. 

A lover with a spider’s eye 

Will find out some appropriate pam. 

Aye, though all passion’s in the glance. 

For every nerve ; lover tests lover 
With cruelties of Choice and Chance , 

And when at last that murder’s over 
Maybe the bride-bed brmgs despair, 

For each an imagmcd image brmgs 
And finds a real image there ; 

Yet the world ends when these two thmgs. 
Though several, are a smgle hght. 

When oil and wick are burned m one ; 
Therefore a blessed moon last night 
Gave Sheba to her Solomon ” 

“ Yet the world stays ” : 


“ If that be so. 

Your cockerel found us m the wrong 
Although he thought it worth a crow. 

Maybe an image is too strong 
Or maybe is not strong enough.” 

“ The night has fallen ; not a sound 
In the forbidden sacred grove, 

Unless a petal hit the ground. 

Nor any human sight withm it 

But the crushed grass where we have lain ; 

And the moon is wilder every rmnute. 

Oh, Solomon I let us try agam.” 

W. B. Yeats. 
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IN THE POPPY FIELD 
MAD Patsy said, he said to me. 

That every mormng he could see 
An angel walkmg on the sky , 

Across the sunny skies of morn 
He threw great handfuls far and nigh 
Of poppy seed among the corn , 

And then, he- said, the angels run 
To sec the poppies in the sun 

A poppy IS a devil weed, 

I said to him — he disagreed i 
He said the devil had no hand 
In spreadmg flowers tall and fair 
Through corn and rye and meadow land. 

By garth and barrow everywhere ; 

The devil has not any flower. 

But only money m his power. 

And then he stretched out in the sun 
And rolled upon his back for fun : 

He kicked his legs and roared for joy 
Because the sun was shming down. 

He said he was a little boy 

And would not work for any clown : 

He ran and laughed behind a bee. 

And danced for very ecstasy. 

James Stephens. 


THE SNARE 

I HEAR a sudden cry of pain ! 

There is a rabbit m a snare ; 
Now I hear the cry agam. 

But I cannot tell from where. 

But I cannot teU from where 
He is calhng out for aid , 
Crymg on the frightened air, 
Malang everythmg afraid. 


95 



GREAT POEMS 

Making everything afraid. 

Wrinkling up his httle face, 

As he cries again for aid j 
And I cannot find the place 1 

And I cannot find the place 
Where his paw is in the snare : 

Little one ! Oh, httle one ! 

I am searching everywhere ! 

James Stephens. 


LEISURE 

WHAT IS this life if, full of care. 

We have no time to stand and stare. 

No time to stand beneath the boughs 
And stare as long as sheep or cows. 

No time to see, when woods we pass. 

Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass 

No time to see, m broad daylight. 

Streams full of stars, like skies at night 

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance, 

And watch her feet, how they can dance. 

No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began. 

A poor life this if, full of care. 

We have no time to stand and stare 

W. H. 'Davies. 

I 

THE LIKENESS 

w H E N I came forth this morn I saw 
Quite twenty cloudlets in the air ; 

And then I saw a flock of sheep. 

Which told me how those clouds came there 



GREAT POEMS 

That flock of sheep, on that green grass. 

Well might It he so still and proud ' 

Its likeness had been drawn m heaven, 

On a blue sky, in silvery cloud 

I gared me up, I gazed me down. 

And swore, though good the likeness was, 

’Twas a long way from justice done 
To such white wool, such sparkimg grass. 

JV, H, Davies. 


THE TWO CHILDREN 

“ AH, httle boy I I see 
You have a wooden spade. 

Into this sand you dig 
So deep — for what ? ” I said. 

“ There’s more rich gold,” said he, 

“ Down under where I stand. 

Than twenty elephants 

Could move across the land ” 

“ Ah, httic girl with wool I — 

What are you making now ? ” 

“ Some stockmgs for a bird. 

To keep his legs from snow ” 

And there those children arc. 

So happy, small, and proud * 

The boy that digs his grave. 

The girl that kmts her shroud. 

W H Davies 


A GREAT TIME 

SWEET Chance, that led my steps abroad. 
Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow — 
A rainbov/ and a cuckoo. Lord, 

How rich and great the times are now 1 
Know, all yc sheep 
And cows, that keep 
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On staring that I stand so long 
In grass that’s wet from heavy ram — 

A rambov/ and a cuckoo’s song 
May never come together again ; 

May never come 
This side the tomb 

W. H. Davies. 


THE BELLS OF HEAVEN 
’ T w o u L D nng the bells of Heaven 
The wildest peal for years. 

If Parson lost his senses 
And people came to theirs. 

And he and they together 
Knelt down with angry prayers 
For tamed and shabby tigers 
And dancing dogs and bears. 

And wretched, blmd pit pomes. 

And httle hunted hares. 

Ralph Hodgson 


TIME, YOU OLD GIPSY MAN 
TIME, you old gipsy man. 

Will you not stay, 

Put up your caravan 
Just for one day ? 

All things I’ll give you 
Will you be my guest. 

Bells for your jennet 
Of silver the best. 

Goldsmiths shall beat you 
A great golden ring, 

Peacocks shall bow to you. 

Little boys smg. 

Oh, and sweet girls will 
Festoon you with may. 

Time, you old gipsy. 

Why hasten away ? 
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Last week m Babylon, 

Last night m Rome, 

Morning, and m the crush 
Under Paul’s dome ; 

Under Paul’s dial 
You tighten your rein — 

Only a moment. 

And off once agam j 
Off to some city 
Now bhnd in the womb. 

Off to another 

Ere that’s in the tomb. 

Time, you old gipsy man. 

Will you not stay. 

Put up your caravan 
Just for one day ? 

Ralph Hodgson, 


BY A BIER-SIDE 

THIS is a sacred city built of marvellous earth 
Life was hved nobly here to give such beauty birth. 
Beauty was in this bram and m this eager hand 
Death is so bhnd and dumb Death does not understand. 
Death drifts the brain with dust and soils the young hmbs’ 
glory. 

Death makes justice a dream, and strength a traveller’s 
story. 

Death drives the lovely soul to wander under the sky. 
Death opens unknown doors. It is most grand to die 

John Masefield. 


INVOCATION 

O WANDERER into many brams 
O spark the emperor’s purple hides. 

You sow the dusk with fiery grains 
When the gold horseman rides 
O beauty on the darlmess hurled. 

Be It through me you shame the world 

John Masefield. 
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TO HIS MOTHER, C L.M. 

I N the dark womb where I began 
My mother’s life made me a man 
Through all the months of human birth 
Her beauty fed my common earth. 

I cannot see, nor breathe, nor stir. 

But through the death of some of her. 

Down m the darkness of die grave 
She cannot see the life she gave 
For all her love, she cannot tell 
Whether I use it ill or well. 

Nor Icnock at dusty doors to find 
Her beauty dusty in the mmd. 

If the grave’s gates could be undone. 

She would not know her htde son, 

I am so grown If we should meet. 

She would pass by me m the street. 

Unless my soul’s face let her see 
My sense of what she did for me. 

What have I done to keep m nund 
My debt to her and womankmd 
What woman’s happier life repays 
Her for those months of wretched days ? 

For all my mouthless body leech’d 
Ere Birth’s releasmg hell was reach’d ? 

What have I done, or tried, or said 
In thanks to that dear woman dead ? 

Men triumph over women still. 

Men trample women’s rights at will. 

And man’s lust roves the world untamed 
♦ • • 

O grave, keep shut lest I be shamed. 

John Masefield 
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ECCLESIASTES 

THERE IS one sm : to call a green leaf grey. 
Whereat the sun in heaven shuddereth. 

There is one blasphemy • for death to pray. 

For God alone knoweth the praise of death. 

There is one creed . ’neath no world-terror’s wing 
Apples forget to grow on apple-trees 

There is one tlung is needful — everythmg — 

The rest is vamty of vamties. 

G. K. Chesterton 

THE PRAISE OF DUST 

"WHAT of Vile dust ? ” the preacher said. 

Methought the whole world woke. 

The dead stone lived beneath my foot. 

And my whole body spoke 

“ You, that play tyrant to the dust. 

And stamp its wrinkled face. 

This patient star that flings you not 
Far mto homeless space, 

“ Come down out of your dusty shrine 
The livmg dust to see. 

The flowers that at your sermon’s end 
Stand blazing silently. 

“ Rich white and blood-red blossom , stones, 
Lichens like fire encrust ; 

A gleam of blue, a glare of gold, 

The vision of the dust. 

“ Pass them all by : till, as you come 
Where, at a city’s edge. 

Under a tree — I loiow it well— 

Under a lattice ledge, 

" The sunshme falls on one brown head 
You, too, O cold of clay. 

Eater of stones, may haply hear 
The trumpets of that day 
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“ When God to all his paladins 
By Ins own splendour swore 
To make a fairer face than heaven. 

Of dust and nothing more ” 

G. K. Chesterton. 

WINE AND WATER 

OLD Noah he had an ostrich farm and fowls on the 
largest scale. 

He ate his egg with a ladle in an egg-cup big as a pail, 

And the soup he took was Elephant Soup, and the fish he 
took v/as Whale, 

But they all were small to the cellar he took when he set 
out to sail, 

AndNoah he often said to his wife when hesat down to dme, 

“ I don’t care where the water goes if it doesn’t get into 
the wine ” 

The cataract of the cliff of heaven fell blmding off the brink 

As if It would wash the stars away as suds go down a sink. 

The seven heavens came roaimg down for the throats of 
hell to drink. 

And Noah he cocked his eye and said, “ It looks like ram, 
I think. 

The water has drowned the Matterhorn as deep as a 
Mendip mine. 

But I don’t care where the water goes if it doesn’t get 
into the wine ” 

But Noah he smned, and we have sinned , on tipsy feet 
we trod. 

Till a great big black teetotaller was sent to us for a rod. 

And you can’t get wme at a P S A , or chapel, or Eisteddfod. 

For the Curse of Water has come agam because of the 
wrath of God, 

And water is on the Bishop’s board and the Higher 
Thinker’s shrme. 

But I don’t care where the water goes if it doesn’t get into 
the wine 
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MENDING WALL 

SOMETHING there is that doesn’t love a wall. 
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it. 

And spills the upper boulders in the sun , 

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast, 

The work of hunters is another thing : 

I have come after them and made repair 
Where they have left not one stone on stone. 

But they would have the rabbit out of hidmg. 

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean. 

No one has seen them made or heard them made. 
But at spring mendmg-time we find them there. 

I let my neighbour know beyond the hill ; 

And on a day we meet to walk the line 
And set the wall between us once agam. 

We keep the wall between us as we go 
To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 
We have to use a spell to make them balance 
“ Stay where you are until our backs are turned ! ” 
We wear our fingers rough with handhng them 
Oh, )ust another kind of out-door game. 

One on a side It comes to little more : 

There where it is we do not need the wall : 

He IS all pme and I am apple orchard 

My apple trees v/ill never get across 

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 

He only says, “ Good fences make good neighbours " 
Sprmg is the imschicf in me, and I wonder 
If I could put a notion m his head * 

“ Why do they make good neighbours ? Isn’t it 
Where there are cows ? But here there are no cows 
Before I built a wall I’d ask to know 
What I was walhng m or walhng out. 

And to whom I was like to give offence. 

Somethmg there is that doesn’t love a wall. 

That wants it down.” I could say “ Elves ” to him. 
But It’s not elves exactly, and I’d rather 
He said it for himself I see him there 
Brmging a stone grasped firmly by the top 
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In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 

He moves m darkness as it seems to me, 

Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 

He will not go behmd his father’s saying, 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, “ Good fences make good neighbours ” 

Robert Frost. 


TO A POET A THOUSAND YEARS HENCE 

I W H o am dead a thousand years. 

And wrote tlus sweet archaic song. 

Send you my words for messengers 
The way I shall not pass along 

I care not if you bridge the seas, 

Or ride secure the cruel sky. 

Or build consummate palaces 
Of metal or of masonry. 

But have you wme and music still. 

And statues and a bnght-e3^ed love. 

And foohsh thoughts of good or ill. 

And prayers to them who sit above ? 

How shall we conquer ? Like a wind 
That falls at eve our fanaes blow. 

And old Mieonides the blmd 
Said It three thousand years ago. 

0 friend unseen, unborn, unknown. 

Student of our sweet Enghsh tongue, 

Read out my words at mght, alone, 

I was a poet, I was young. 

Smee I can never see your face, 

And never shake you by the hand, 

1 send my soul through time and space 
To greet you. You will understand. 

James Elroy Flecker 
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THE BALLAD OF HAZviPSTEAD HEATH 

FROM Heaven’s Gate to Hampstead Heath 
Young Bacchus and his crew 
Came tumbling down, and o’er the town 
Their burstmg trumpets blew 

The silver night was wildly bright. 

And madly shone the Moon 
To hear a song so clear and strong, 

With such a lovely tune. 

From London’s houses, huts and flats. 

Came busmen, snobs, and Earls, 

And ugly men in bowler hats 
With charming little girls. 

Sir Moses came with eyes of flame, 

Judd, who is like a bloater. 

The brave Lord Mayor m coach and pair, 
Kmg Edward, m his motor. 

Far in a rosy mist withdrawn 
The God and all his crew, 

Silenus pulled by nymphs, a faun, 

A satyr drenched in dew. 

Smiled as they wept those shming tears 
Only Immortals know. 

Whose feet are set among the stars. 

Above the shiftmg snow 

And one spake out into the night, 

Before they left for ever, 

“ Rejoice, rejoice ' ” and his great voice 
Rolled lilce a splendid nver. 

He spake in Greek, which Britons speak 
Seldom, and circumspectly , 

But Mr Judd, that man of mud, 

Translated it correctly 
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And when they heard that happy word, 
Pohcemen leapt and ambled * 

The busmen pranced, the maidens danced. 

The men m bowlers gambolled. 

A wistful Echo stayed behind 
To jom the mortal dances. 

But Mr. Judd, with words unkind. 

Rejected her advances, 

And passmg down through London Tosvn 
She stopped, for all was lonely 
Attracted by a big brass plate 
Inscribed, FOR members only. 

And so she went to Parliament, 

But those imgamly men 
Woke up from sleep, and turned about, 

And fell asleep agam 

James Eboy Fleeter. 


THE BIRDS 

WITHIN mankmd’s duration, so they say, 

Khephren and Nmus hved but yesterday. 

Asia had no name till man was old 

And long had learned the use of iron and gold i 

And eeons had passed, when the first com was planted. 

Since first the use of syllables was granted. 

Men were on earth while climates slowly swung, 
Fannmg wide zones to heat and cold, and long 
Subsidence turned great continents to sea, 

And seas dried up, dried up intermmably, 

Age after age , enormous seas were dried 
Amid wastes of land. And the last monsters died. 

Earth wore another face O smee that prime 
Man with how many works has sprmkled time ! 
Hammermg, hewmg, digging tunnels, roads , 

Building ships, temples, multiform abodes 
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How for his body’s appetites, his toils 
Have conquered all cartli’s products, all her soils j 
And in what thousand thousand shapes of art 
He has tried to find a language for lus heart I 

Never at rest, never content or tired : 

Insatiate wanderer, man^cllously fired. 

Most grandly piling and piling into the air 
Stones that will topple or arch he knows not where. 

And yet did I, this sprmg, think it more strange. 

More grand, more full of awe, than all that change. 
And lovely and sweet and touching imto tears. 

That through man’s chronicled and unchromcled years. 
And even into that imguessable be5rond. 

The water-hen has nested by a pond, 

Weavmg dry flags, mto a beaten floor, 

The one sure product of her only lore 

Low on a ledge above the shadowed water 

Then, when she heard no men, as Nature taught her, 

Plashmg around with busy scarlet biU 

She built that nest, her nest, and builds it still. 

O let your strong imagmation turn 

The great wheel backward, until Troy imburn. 

And then unbuild, and seven Troys below 
Rise out of death, and dwindle, and outflow. 

Till all have passed, and none has yet been there : 

Back, ever back. Our birds still crossed the air , 
Beyond our myriad cliangmg generations 
Still built, unchanged, their known inhabitations. 

A milhon years before Atlantis was 

Our lark sprang from some hollow in the grass. 

Some old soft hoof-prmt m a tussock’s shade , 

And the wood-pigeon’s smootli snow-white eggs were laid 
Ehgh, amid green pmes’ sunset-coloured shafts. 

And rooks their villages of twiggy rafts 

Set on the tops of elms, where elms grew then. 

And still the thumbhng tit and perky wren 

Popped through the tmy doors of cosy balls 

And the blackbird lined with moss his high-buiIt walls , 
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A rovmd mud cottage held the thrush’s young, 

And straws from the unndy sparrow’s hung 
And, s kimm ing forktailed m the evemng air. 

When man first was were not the martens there ? 

Did not those birds some himian shelter crave. 

And stow beneath the cormce of his cave 

Their dry tight cups of clay ? And from each door 

Peeped on a mommg wiseheads three or four. 

Yes, daw and owl, curlew and crested hern. 

Kingfisher, mallard, water-rail and tern, 

ChafBnch and greenfinch, warbler, stonechat, ruff. 

Pied wagtail, robm, fly-catcher and chough. 
Missel-thrush, magpie, sparrow-hawk, and jay. 

Emit, those far ages gone, in this year’s way. 

And the first man who wallted the cliffs of Rame, 

As I this year, looked down and saw the same 
Blotches of rusty red on ledge and cleft 
With grey-green spots on them, v;hile right and left 
A dizzymg tangle of gulls were floating and fiymg. 
Wheeling and crossmg and dartmg, crymg and crymg, 
Circhng and crymg, over and over and over, 

Crymg with swoop and hover and fall and recover. 

And below on a rock against the grey sea fretted. 
Pipe-necked and stationary and silhouetted. 

Cormorants stood m a wise, black, equal row 
Above the nests and long blue eggs we know 

O dehcate cham over all ages stretched, 

O dumb tradition from what far darkness fetched ; 

Each httle architect with its one design 
Perpetual, fixed and nght m stuff and hne. 

Each httle mmistrant who knows one thing. 

One learned rite to celebrate the sprmg. 

Whatever alters else on sea or shore. 

These are unchanging man must still explore. 

J. C. Squire. 
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THE COTOJTRY BEDROOM 
MY room’s a square and candle-lighted boat. 

In the surroundmg deptlis of night afloat. 

My windows are the portholes, and the seas 
The sound of ram on the dark apple-trees 

Sea monstcr-hke beneath, an old horse blows 
A snort of darlmess from his sleeping nose. 

Below, among drowned daisies. Far off, hark ! 

Far off one owl amidst tlie waves of dark 

Frances Cornford 

EVERYONE SANG 

EVERYONE Suddenly burst out smging , 

And I was filled with such dchght 
As prisoned birds must find in freedom 
Wmging wildly across the white 
Orchards and dark green fields , on ; on , and out 
of sight. 

Everyone’s voice was suddenly lifted. 

And beauty came like the setting sun. 

My heart was shaken with tears and horror 
Drifted away . . . O but every one 
Was a bird; and the song was wordless; the 
smging will never be done 

Siegfried Sassoon. 


LOST IN FRANCE 
H E had the plowman’s strength 
In the grasp of his hand. 

He could see a crow 
Three miles away. 

And the trout beneath the stone 
He could hear the green oats growmg, 
And the sou’-west making ram. 

And the wheel upon the hill 
When It left the level road. 

He could make a gate, and dig a pit. 
And plow as straight as stone can fall. 
And he is dead 


B. R. 
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THE HIIX 

BREATHLESS, wc flung US on the windy hill. 
Laughed in the sun, and kissed the lovely grass 
You said, “ Through glory and ecstasy we pass ; 

Wind, sun, and earth renaain, the birds sing still. 

When we are old, are old . “ And when we die 

All’s over that is ours ; and life burns on 
Through other lovers, other hps,” said I, 

“ Heart of my heart, our heaven is now, is won I ’* 

“ We are Earth’s best, that learnt her lesson here. 

Life IS our cry. We have kept the faith I ” we said ; 

“ We shall go down with unreluctant tread 
Rose-crowned into the darkness * ” . . . Proud we were. 
And laughed, that had such brave true things to say. 

— ^And then you suddenly cried, and turned away. 

Rupert Brooke, 


THE BUSY HEART 

NOW that we’ve done our best and worst, and parted, 

I would fill my mind with thoughts that will not rend. 

(O heart, I do not dare go empty-hearted) 

I’ll think of Love in books. Love without end ; 

Women with child, content , and old men slcepmg ; 

And wet strong ploughlands, scarred for certam gram ; 
And babes that weep, and so forget their weeping ; 

And the young heavens, forgetful after ram j 
And evening hush, broken by hommg wmgs j 
And Song’s nobihty, and Wisdom holy. 

That hve, we dead. I would think of a thousand things, 
Lovely and durable, and taste them slowly. 

One after one, like tastmg a sweet food. 

I have need to busy my heart with quietude. 

Rupert Brooke. 


THE DEAD 

THESE hearts were woven of human joys and cares. 
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth. 
The years had given them kindness. Dawn w’as theirs. 
And sunset, and the colours of the earth. 


no 
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These had seen movement, and heard music i known 
Slumber and waking ; loved ; gone proudly friended , 
Felt the quick stir of wonder , sat alone ; 

Touched fiov.crs and furs and cheeks. All this is ended. 

There are waters blown by changmg xvinds to laughter 
And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after. 

Frost, with a gesture, stays tlie waves that dance 
And wandering lovelmcss He leaves a white 
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance, 

A width, a shining peace, under the night. 

Rupert Bwoke. 

TALKING WITH SOLDIERS 
THE mind of the people is lilte mud. 

From which arise strange and beautiful thmgs. 

But mud IS none the less mud, 

Though it bear orchids and prophesying Kmgs, 
Dreams, trees, and water’s bright babbhngs. 

It has foimd form and colour and light. 

The cold glimmer of the icc-wrapped Poles ; 

It has called a far-off glow Arcturus, 

And some pale weeds, lilies of the valley 

It has imagmcd Virgil, Helen and Cassandra , 

The sack of Troy, and the weepmg for Hector — 
Rearmg stark up ’mid all tius beauty 
In the thick, dull neck of Ajas. 

There is a dark Pme m Lapland, 

And the great, figured Horn of the Remdeer 
Movmg soundlessly across the snow. 

Is Its twm brother, double-dreamed. 

In the mind of a far-off people. 

It IS strange that a little mud 

Should echo with sounds, syllables, and letters. 

Should rise up and call a mountain Popocatapetl, 

And a green-leafed wood Oleander 

These are the ghosts of invisible thmgs ; 

There is no Lapland, no Helen and no Hector, 

And the Remdeer is a darkemng of the brain, 

And Oleander is but Oleander. 
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Mary Magdalena and the vine Lachryma Christij 
Were like ghosts up the ghost of Vesuvius, 

As I sat and drank vine with the soldiers. 

As I sat in the Inn on the mountain. 

Watching the shadows in my mind 

The mmd of the people is like mud . 

Where are the imperishable things. 

The ghosts that flicker in the brain — 

Silent women, orchids, and prophesying Kings, 
Dreams, trees, and v/ater’s bright babbhngs ' 

W.J Turner 

FIFTH PHILOSOPHER’S SONG 

A MILLION milhon spermatozoa. 

All of them alive : 

Out of their cataclysm but one poor Noah 
Dare hope to survive. 

And among that billion imnus one 
Might have chanced to be 
Shakespeare, another Newton, a nev/ Donne — 

But the One was Me 

Shame to have ousted your betters thus, 

Takmg ark while the others remamed outside I 
Better for all of us, froward Homunculus, 

If you’d quietly died ! 

Aldotis Huxley. 


LOST LOVE 

HIS eyes are quickened so with grief. 
He can watch a grass or leaf 
Every instant grow , he can 
Clearly through a flint wall see. 

Or watch the startled spirit flee 
From the throat of a dead man : 

Across two counties he can hear. 

And catch your wOrds before you speak. 
The woodlouse or the maggot’s weak 
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Clamour rmgs in his sad earj 
And noise so shght it would surpass 
Credence . — drinkmg sound of grass. 

Worm talk, clashmg jaws of moth 
Chumbhng holes in cloth . 

The groan of ants who undertake 
Gigantic loads for honour’s sake, 

Their sinews creak, their breath comes thin : 
Whir of spiders when they spin. 

And minute whispermg, mumbling, sighs 
Of idle grubs and flies. 

This man is qtuckened so with grief. 

He wanders god-hke or like thief 
Inside and out, below, above. 

Without relief seekmg lost love. 

Robert Graves 


IN AiEMORIAM D.O.M. 
CHESTNUT candles are lit agam 
For the dead that died in sprmg 
Dead lovers walk the orchard ways. 

And the dead cuckoos sing. 

Is It they who hve and we who are dead ? 
Hardly the springtime knows 
For which to-day the cuckoo calls. 

And the white blossom blows. 

Listen and hear the happy wmd 
Whisper and hghtly pass . 

Your love is sweet as hawthorn is. 

Your hope green as the grass. 

The hawthorn’s faint and quickly gone. 
The grass m autumn dies , 

Put by your life, and see the sprmg 
With everlasting eyes ” 


Wtlhatn Kerr 
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“ Up, lord, disappoint him and cast him down.’’* 

Psalm' xvn. 
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WISHES OF AN ELDERLY MAN 
(wished at a garden-party, JUNE, 1914) 

I w I s H I loved the Human Race , 

I wish I loved its silly face j 
I wish I liked the way it waU^s j 
I wish I liked the way it talks , 

And when I'm introduced to one 
I wish I thought What Jolly Fun ' 

Walter Raleigh. 


TO A LANDLORD 

Accused of neglecting one of the White Horses connected with 
Alfred the Great. 

I F you have picked your lawn of leaves and snails. 

If you have told your valet, even with oatlis. 

Once a week or so, to brush your clothes. 

If you have dared to clean your teeth, or nails. 

While the Horse upon the holy mountam fails — 

Then God that Alfred to his earth betrothes 
Send on you screaming all that honour loathes, 
Horsewhippmg, Hounsditch, debts, and Daily Mails 

Can you not even conserve ? For if indeed 
The White Horse fades . then closer creeps the fight 
When we shall scour the face of England white, 
Pluckmg such men as you up hke a weed. 

And flmg them far beyond a shaft shot right 
When Wessex went to battle for the creed 

G. K. Chesterton 
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ON GEORGE III 

I N the first year of freedom’s second dawn 
Died George the Third, although no tyrant, one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each sense withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun . 

A better farmer ne’er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse Kmg never left a realm undone ’ 

He died — ^but left his sub)ects still behmd. 

One half as mad — and t’other no less blmd 
• ••••*• 

“ God save. the King ! ” It is a large economy 
In God to save the like, but if He will 
Be savmg, all the better, for not one am I 
Of those who thmk damnation better still 

• *••••• 

He ever warred with freedom and the free : 

Nations as men, home subjects, foreign foes. 

So that they uttered the word “ Liberty ' ”, 

Foimd George the Third their first opponent. Whose 
History was ever stain’d as his will be 
With national and mdividual woes ? 

I grant his household abstmence, I grant 
His neutral virtues, which most monarchs want^ 

I know he was a constant consort , own 
He was a decent sire and middhng lord, 

AU this is much, and most upon a throne. 

His temperance, if at Apicius’ board. 

Is more than at an anchonte’s supper shown. 

I grant him all the londest can accord . 

And this was well for him, but not for those 
Millions who found him what oppression chose. 

Byron {A Vision of Judgement') 

TO SIDMOUTH AND CASTLEREAGH 
A s from an ancestral oak 
Two empty ravens sound their clarion, 

Yell by yell, and croak by croak. 

When they scent the noonday smoke 
Of fresh human carrion : 
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As two gibbering mght-birds flit 
From their bowers of deadly yew 
Through the night to frighten it. 

When the moon is m a fit, 

And the stars are none or few ; 

As a shark and dog-fish wait 
Under an Atlantic isle, 

For the negro-ship, whose freight 
Is the theme of their debate. 

Wrinkling their red gills the while — 

Are ye, two vultures sick for battle. 

Two scorpions imder one wet stone. 

Two bloodless wolves, %vhose dry throats rattle. 
Two crows perched on the murrained cattle. 
Two vipers tangled mto one. 

P. B. Shelley. 


ODE 

To a Ptg while Hts Nose was being bored. 

H A R K I hark ! that Pig — ^that Pig ' the ludeous note. 
More loud, more dissonant, each moment grows — 
Would one not thinlr the knife was in his throat? 
And yet they are only bormg through his nose 

Pig 1 ’tis your master’s pleasure — then be still, 

And hold your nose to let the iron through ! 

Dare you resist your lawful Sovereign’s will ? 
Rebellious Swine ! you know not what you do ! 

To man o’er beast the power was given , 

Pig, hear the truth, and never murmur more ! 
Would you rebel against the will of Heaven ? 

You impious beast, be still, and let them bore I 

The social Pig resigns his natural rights 
When first with man he covenants to live ; 

He barters them for safer stye delights. 

For grains and wash, which man alone can give. 
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Sure IS provision on the social plan, 

Secure the comforts that to each belong 

Oh, happy Swine I the impartial sway of man 
Alike protects the weak Pig and the strong. 

And you resist > you struggle now because 
Your master has thought fit to bore jour nose ! 

You grunt in flat rebelhon to the laws 
Society finds needful to impose ! 

Go to the forest. Piggy, and deplore 
The miserable lot of savage Swine ! 

See how young Pigs fly from the great Boar, 

And see how coarse and scantily they dine ’ 

Behold their hourly danger, ivhcn who will 
May hunt or snare or seize them for his food • 

Oh, happy Pig > whom none presumes to lull 
Till your protectmg master thinks it good ' 

And when, at last, the closing hour of hfe 
Arrives (for Pigs must die as well as Man), 

When in your throat you feel the long sharp knife, 
And the blood trickles to the puddmg-pan; 

And when, at last, the death woimd yawnmg wide, 
Famter and fainter grows the expiring cry. 

Is there no grateful joy, no loyal pride. 

To think that for your master’s good you die ? 

Robert Southey 

BALLADE D’UNE GRANDE DAME 
HEAVEN shall forgive you Bridge at dawn. 

The clothes you wear — or do not wear — 

And Ladies’ Leap-frog on the lawn 
And dyes and drugs, ondpetits verves. 

Your vicious thmgs shall melt in air 
. . But for the Virtuous Things you do. 

The Righteous Work, the Public Care, 

It shall not be forgiven you. 
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Because you could not even yawn 
When your Committees would prepare 
To have the teeth of paupers drawn. 

Or strip the slums of Human Hair , 

Because a Doctor Otto Maehr 
Spoke of “ a segregated few ” — 

And you sat smiling in your chair — 

It shall not be forgiven you 

Though your sms cried to — Father Vaughan, 
These desperate you could not spare 
Who steal, with nothing left to pawn , 

You caged a man up like a bear 

For ever in a jailor’s care 

Because his sms were more than tivo . . . 

I know a house in Hoxton where 
It shall not be forgiven you. 

ENVOI 

Princess, you trapped a guileless Mayor 
To meet some people that you knew . . . 
When the Last Trumpet rends the air 
It shall not be forgiven you 

G K. Chesterton 

AT THE HOUSE OF MRS. KINFOOT 
A T the house of Mrs Kinfoot 
Are collected 
Men and women 
Of all ages 
They are supposed 
To sing, pamt, or to play the piano. 

In the drawmg-room 
The fireplace is set 
With green tiles 
Of an acanthus pattern. 

The black curls of jMrs. Kinfoot 
Are symmetrical 
— ^Descended, it is said. 

From the Kings of Ethiopia — 

But the British bourgeoisie has triumphed 
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Mr. Kinfoot is bald 
And talks 

In front of the fireplace 
With his head on one side. 

And his nght hand 
In his pocket. 

The joy of catching tame elephants, 

And finding them to be white ones. 

Still gleams from the jungle-eyes 
Of Mrs. Kmfoot, 

But her mmd is no jimgle 
Of Ethiopia, 

But a soimd Briosh meadow 

Listen then to the gospel of Mrs. Kinfoot * 

“ The world was made for the British bourgeoisie, 
They are its Swiss Family Robmson , 

The world is not what it was 
We cannot imderstand all this unrest ! 

Adam and Eve were born to evening dress 
In the southern confines 
Of Belgravia 

Eve was very artistic, and all that. 

And felt the fall 
Quite dreadfully. 

Cam was such a man of the world 
And belonged to every club m London; 

His father simply adored him, 

— But had never really liked Abel, 

Who was rather a milk-sop 

Nothmg exists which the British bourgeoisie 

Does not imderstand ; 

Therefore there is no death 
— ^And, of course, no life 

The British bourgeoisie 
Is not bom. 

And does not die. 

But, if It IS ill. 

It has a frightened look m its eyes. 
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The War was splendid, wasn’t it ? 

Oh yes, splendid, splendid.” 

Mrs ICinfoot is a dear. 

And so artistic. 

Osbert Sitwell. 


" BLIGHTERS ” 

THE House is crammed : tier beyond tier they grin 
And cackle at the Show, while prancmg ranks 
Of harlots shrill the chorus, drunk with dm , 

** We’re sure the Kaiser loves the dear old Tanks ! ” 

I’d like to see a Tank come down the Stalls, 

Lurching to rag-time times, or “ Home, sweet Home,” — 
And there’d be no more jokes in Music-Halls 
To mock the riddled corpses round Bapaume. 

Siegfried Sassoon. 


BASE DETAILS 

I F I were fierce, and bald, and short of breath, 

I’d live with scarlet Majors at the Base, 

And speed glum heroes up the line to death. 

You’d see me with my puffy petulant face, 
Guzzlmg and gulpmg m the best hotel, 

Readmg the Roll of Honour " Poor young chap,” 
I’d say — I used to know his father well , 

Yes, we’ve lost heavily m this last scrap.” 

And when the war is done and youth stone dead, 

I’d toddle safely home and die — m bed 

Siegfried Sassoon. 

ON A POET LAUREATE 
H E had written praises of a regicide , 

He had written praises of all kings whatever ; 

He had written for repubhcs far and wide. 

And then agamst them bitterer than ever , 

For pantisocracy he once had cried 
Aloud — a scheme less moral than ’twas clever i 
Then grew a hearty anti-Jacobm — 

Had turn’d his coat — and would have turn’d his skm. 
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He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory he had call’d 
Reviewing “ the ungentle craft,” and then 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl’d — 

Fed, paid and pamper’d by the very men 
By whom his muse and morals had been maul’d . 
He had written much blank verse, and blanker prose. 
And more of both than anybody knows 

Byron {The Vision of Judgement') 


ON THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM 
A MAN so various that he seemed to be 
Not one, but all mankind’s epitome 
Stiff in opimons, always m the wrong , 

Was everything by starts, and nothing long j 
But, in the course of one revolvmg moon, 

Was chemist, fiddler, statesman and buffoon : 

Then all for women, painting, rhymmg, drinking : 
Besides ten thousand freaks that died in thinking 
Blest madman, who could every hour employ, 

With somethmg new to wish, or to enjoy ! 

Raihng and praising were his usual themes ; 

And both (to show his judgement) m extremes . 

So over violent, or over civil. 

That evei-y man, with him, was god or devil 
In squandermg wealth was his peculiar art 
Nothmg went unrewarded, but desert. 

Beggared by fools, whom still he found too late : 

He had his jest, and they had his estate 

John Dry den {Absalom and AhitopheJ). 


LINES TO A DON 
REMOTE and ineffectual Don 
That dared attack my Chesterton, 
With that poor weapon, half-impelled. 
Unlearnt, unsteady, hardly held. 
Unworthy for a tilt with men — 

Your quavermg and corroded pen j 
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Don poor at Bed and worse at Table, 

Don pinched, Don starved, Don miserable , 
Don stuttcrmg, Don with rovmg eyes, 

Don nervous, Don of crudities , 

Don clerical, Don ordinary, 

Don self-absorbed and solitary ; 

Don her e-and- there, Don epileptic ; 

Don puffed and empty, Don dyspeptic , 
Don middle-class, Don sycophantic, 

Don dull, Don brutish, Don pedantic ; 

Don hypocritical, Don bad, 

Don furtive, Don three-quarters mad ; 

Don (since a pian must make an end) 

Don that shall never be my friend 


Don different from those regal Dons I 
With hearts of gold and lungs of bronze. 
Who shout and bang and roar and bawl 
The Absolute across the hall. 

Or sail in amply bellowing gown 
Enormous through the Sacred Town, 
Bearmg from College to their homes 
Deep cargoes of gigantic tomes ; 

Dons admirable ! Dons of Might » 
Uprising on my inward sight 
Compact of ancient tales, and port 
And sleep — and learning of a sort 
Dons English, worthy of the land , 

Dons rooted , Dons that understand. 
Good Dons perpetual that remain 
A landmark, walling in the plain — 

The horizon of my memories — 

Like large and comfortable trees. 


Don very much apart from these. 

Thou scapegoat Don, thou Don devoted, 
Don to thine own damnation quoted 
Perplexed to find thy trivial name 
Reared in my verse to lasting shame 
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Don dreadful, rasping Don and wearing, 
Repiilsive Don — ^Don past all bearing. 

Don of the cold and doubtful breath, 

Don despicable, Don of death ; 

Don nasty, skimpy, silent, level ; 

Don evil j Don that serves the devil. 

Don ugly — ^that makes fifty hues. 

There is a Canon which confines 
A Rhymed Octosyllabic Curse 
If written m Iambic Verse 
To fifty Imes. I never cut ; 

I far prefer to end it — but 
Beheve me I shall soon return. 

My fires are banked, but still they bum 
To write some more about the Don 
That dared attack my Chesterton. 

Htlaire Belloc. 

THE NUN’S LAMENT FOR PHILIP SPARROW 
w H E N I remember’d again 
How my Philip was slam, 

I wept and I wailed. 

The tears down hailed ; 

But nothmg it avail’d 
To call Philip agam 
Whom Gib our cat hath slam. 

HeUi heu, me^ 

That I am woe for thee I 
Levavi oculos meos in montis ; 

Would that I had Xenophontis 
Or Socrates the Wise, 

To show me their device 
Moderately to take 
This sorrow that I make 
For Philip Sparrow’s sake f 
It had a velvet cap, 

And would sit on my lap. 

And seek after small worms. 

And sometimes white bread crumbs ; 

And many times and oft 
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Within my breast soft 
It would lie and rest. 

Sometimes he would gasp 
When he saw a wasp j 
A fly or a gnat. 

He would fly at that ; 

And prettily he would pant 
When he saw an ant ; 

Lord, how he would pry 
After the butterfly * 

Lord, how he would hop 
After the grasshop ! 

And when I said, Phip, Phip, 

Then he would leap and skip. 

And take me by the lip. 

De profundis clamavi 
When I saw my sparrow die. 

Vengeance I ask and cry, 

By way of exclamation. 

On aU the whole nation 
Of cats wild and tame , 

That cat especially 

That slew so cruelly 
My little pretty sparrow 
That I brought up at Carow. 

O cat of churlish land. 

The fiend was m thy mind 
I would thou hadst been blind ’ 

The leopards savage. 

The lions m their rage. 

May they catch thee m their paws. 
And gnaw thee m their jaws , 

The dragons with their tongues 
May they poison thy liver and Itmgs 
Of India the greedy gripes 
May they tear out all thy tripes , 

Of Arcady the bears 

May they pluck away thine ears , 

The wild wolf Lycaon 

Bite asunder thy back-bone j 

Of iEtna the burning hill. 
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That night and day burneth still, 

Set thy tail in a blaze. 

That all the world may gaze 
And wonder upon thee. 

From Ocean, the great sea. 

Unto the Isles of Orchadye , 

From Tilbury Ferry 
To the plain of Salisbury. 

J. Skelton. 


A PORTRAIT 

I A M a land of farthing dip. 

Unfriendly to the nose and eyes ; 

A blue-behmded ape, I skip 
Upon the trees of Paradise. 

At mankmd’s feast I take my place 
In solemn sanctimonious state. 

And have the air of saying grace 
While I defile the dinner plate 

I am “ the smiler with the knife,” 

The battener upon garbage, I — 

Dear Heaven, with such a rancid life. 

Were it not better far to die ^ 

Yet still, about the human pale, 

I love to scamper, love to race. 

To swing by my irreverent tail 
All over the most holy place , 

And when at length, some golden day. 

The unfailmg sportsman, aimmg at. 

Shall bag me — all the world shall say 
Thank God, and thei e’s an end of that t 

R L, Stevenson 
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TO EDWARD FITZGERALD 
I CHANCED upon a new book yesterday : 

I opened itj and, where my finger lay 
’Twixt page and uncut page, these words I read 
— Some SIX or seven at most — and learned thereby 
That you, Fitzgerald, whom by ear and eye 
She never knew, “ thanked God my wife was dead.” 
Ay, dead ! and were yourself ahve, good Fitz, 

How to return you thanks would task my wits : 
Kickmg you seems the common lot of curs — 
While more appropriate greetmg lends you grace : 
Surely to spit there glorifies your face — 

Spittmg from lips once sanctified by Hers 

Robert Browning 


CROMEK 

A PETTY sneakmg knave I knew — 

O f Mr. Cromek, how do ye do ? 

William Blake. 


NORA CRIONA 

I H A v E looked him round and looked him through. 
Know everythmg that he will do 
In such a case, and such a case. 

And when a frown comes on his face 
I dream of it, and when a smile 
I trace its sources in a while. 

He carmot do a thmg but I 
Peep to find the reason why. 

For I love him, and I seek. 

Every evenmg in the week. 

To peep behind his frowmng eye 
With little query, httle pry. 

And make him if a woman can 
Happier than any man. 

Yesterday he gripped her tight 

And cut her throat — and serve her nght f 

James Stephens. 
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TO A FAT LADY SEEN FROM THE TRAIN 
o WHY do you walk through the fields in gloves^ 
Missing so much and so much ? 

O fat white woman whom nobody loves. 

Why do you walk through the fields in gloves. 

When the grass is soft as the breast of doves 
And shivermg-sweet to the touch ? 

O why do you walk through the fields in gloves, 
l^ssmg so much and so much ? 

Frances Cornford. 

A PSALM OF MONTREAL 

THE City of Monti eal is one of the most rising and, in many 
respects, most agreeable on the American continent, hut its 
inhabitants are as yet too busy with commerce to care greatly 
about the mastei pieces of old Greek Ai t. In the Montreal 
Museum of Natural History I came upon two plaster casts, one 
of the Antmous and the other of the Discobolus — not the good 
one, hut in my poem, of course, I intend the good one — 
banished from public view to a room where were all manner of 
skins, plants, snakes, insects, etc , and, in the middle of these, 
an old man stuffing an owl 

“ Ah,” said I, “ so you have some antiques here , why don’t 
you put them where people can see them ^ ” 

“ Well, sir,” answered the custodian, “you see they are rather 
vulgar” 

He then talked a great deal and said his brother did all Mr. 
Spurgeon’s printing 

The dialogue — peihaps tiue, perhaps imaginary, perhaps a 
little of the one and a little of the other — between the writer 
and this old man gave rise to the lines that follow : 

Stowed away in a Montreal lumber room 
The Discobolus standeth and turneth his face to the wall , 
Dusty, cobweb-covered, maimed and set at naught. 
Beauty crieth m an attic and no man regardeth . 

O God ! O Montreal I 

Beautiful by night and day, beautiful in s umm er and in 
winter. 

Whole or maimed, always and alike beautiful — 
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He preachetli gospel of grace to the skin of owls 
And to one who seasoneth the skins of Canadian owls : 

O God ' O Montreal I 

When I saw him I was wroth and I said^ “ O Discobolus * 
Beautiful Discobolus, a Prince both among gods and men 1 
What doest thou here, how earnest thou hither. Discobolus, 
Preaching thy gospel in vam to the skins of owls ? ” 

O God ! O Montreal * 

And I turned to the man of skms and said unto him, “ O 
thou man of skms, 

Wherefore hast thou done thus to shame the beauty of the 
Discobolus ? ” 

But the Lord had hardened the heart of the man of skins 
And he answered, “ My brother-in-law is haberdasher to 

Mr Spurgeon” O God ' O Montreal » 

“ The Discobolus is put here because he is vulgar — 

He has neither vest nor pants with which to cover his lunbs , 
I, Sir, am a person of most respectable connections — 

My brother-m-law is haberdasher to Mr Spurgeon ” 

O God ! O Montreal ! 

Then I said, “ O brother-in-law to Mr. Spurgeon’s haber- 
dasher. 

Who seasonest also the skms of Canadian owls. 

Thou callest trousers ‘ pants,’ whereas I call them ‘ trousers,’ 
Therefore thou art m hell-fire and may the Lord pity thee 

O God ! O Montreal ' 

“ Preferrest thou the gospel of Montreal to the gospel of 
Hellas, 

The gospel of thy connection with Mr. Spurgeon’s haber- 
dashery to the gospel of the Discobolus ^ ” 

Yet none the less blasphemed he beauty saying, “ The 
Discobolus hath no gospel. 

But my brother-m-law is haberdasher to Mr Spurgeon ” 

O God ' O Montreal ! 

Samuel Butler. 
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SOLILOQUY OF THE SPANISH CLOISTER 
G R - R - R - there go, my heart’s abhorrence ! 

Water your damned flower-pots, do ! 

If hate killed men. Brother Lawrence, 

God’s blood, would not mine kill you ! 

What ? your myrtle-bush wants trimming ? 

Oh, that rose has prior claims — 

Needs its leaden vase filled brimmmg ? 

Hell dry you up with its flames ! 

At the meal we sit together , 

Salve tibi f I must hear 
Wise talk of the kmd of weather. 

Sort of season, time of year : 

Not a plenteous cork-crop : scarcely 
Dare we hope oak-galls^ I doubt , 

What’s the Latin name for parsley ” ? 

What’s the Greek name for Swme’s Snout ^ 

Whew * We’ll have our platter burnished. 

Laid with care on our own shelf ! 

With a fire-new spoon we’re furnished, 

And a goblet for ourself. 

Rinsed like something sacrificial 
Ere ’tis fit to touch our chaps — 

Marked with L for our mitial * 

(He-he ’ There his lily snaps !) 

Saint, forsooth > While browm Dolores 
Squats outside the Convent bank 
With Sanchicha, telling stories, 

Steepmg tresses in the tank. 

Blue-black, lustrous, thick like horsehairs, 

— Can’t I see his dead ej’^e glow. 

Bright as ’twere a Barbary corsair’s ^ 

(That IS, if he’d let it show ') 

When he fimshes refection. 

Knife and fork he never lays 
Cross-wise, to my recollection. 

As do I, in Jesu’s praise. 
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I, the Trinity illustrates 
Drinking watered orange-pulp — 

In three sips the Anan frustiate. 

While he drains his at one gulp I 

Oh, those melons 1 If he’s able 
We’re to have a feast , so nice I 
One goes to the Abbot’s table. 

All of us get each a slice. 

How go on your flowers ? None double ? 

Not one fruit-sort can you spy ? 

Strange I — And I, too, at such trouble, 

Keep tlicm close-nipped on tlie sly ! 

There’s a great tcKt in Galatians, 

Once jou trip on it, entails 
Twenty-nine distinct damnations. 

One sure, if another fails , 

If I trip him ]ust a-dying, 

Sure of heaven as sure can be. 

Spin him round and send him flying 
Off to hell, a Mamchcc ? 

Or, my scrofulous French novel 
On grey paper with blunt type 1 
Simply glance at it, you grovel 
Hand and foot in Belial’s gripe ; 

If I double down its pages 
At the v/oeful sixteenth print. 

When he gathers his greengages. 

Ope a sieve and shp it m’t ? 

Or, there’s Satan ' — one might ventuie 
Pledge one’s soul to him, yet leave 
Such a flav/ in the indenture 
As he’d miss till, past retrieve. 

Blasted lay that rose-acacia 

We’re so proud of ! Hy> Zy, Him. . . . 
’St, there’s Vespers f Plena gratia 
Ave, Virgo I Gr-r-r — you swme ! 

Robert Browning 
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THE CURSE 

WHOEVER guesses, tlimks, or dreams he knows 
Who IS my mistress, wither by this curse ; 

Him, only for his purse. 

May some dull whore to love dispose, 

And she yield then to all that are his foes , 

May he be scorned by one, whom all else scorn. 
Forswear to others, what to her he hath sworn. 
With fear of missmg, shame of getting, torn 

Madness his sorrow, gout his cramp, may he 
Make, by but thinkmg, who hath made turn such ; 
And may he feel no touch 
Of conscience, but of fame, and be 
Anguished, not that ’twas sin, but that ’twas she ; 

In early and long scarceness may he rot. 

For land which had been his, if he had not 
Himself incestuously an heir begot. 

May he dream treason, and beheve that he 
Meant to perform it, and confess, and die. 

And no record tell why ; 

His sons, which none of his may be. 
Inherit nothing but his infamy ; 

Or may he so long parasites have fed. 

That he would fam be theirs whom he hath bred. 
And at the last be circumcised for bread. 

The venom of all stepdames, gamesters’ gall. 

What tyrants and their subjects mterwish. 

What plants, nunes, beasts, fowl, fish. 

Can contribute, all ill which all 
Prophets or poets spake, and all which shall 
Be annexed m schedules imto this by me. 

Fall on that man ; for if it be a she 
Nature beforehand hath out-cursed me. 

John Donne. 
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** O Britain's Representatives (Renozvn'd 
Like her i for Povo'r mth gen'rous Goodness crown'd) 
Permit the Transports of a British Muse 
And pal don Raptures that yourselves infuse." 

Nahum Tate, Poet Laureate, on the 

New Parliament (1701). 
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TO THE KING (CHARLES I) AND QUEEN 
UPON THEIR UNHAPPY DISTANCES 
WOE, woe to them, who (by a ball of strife) 

Doe, and have parted here a Man and Wife • 

Charls the best Husband, while Maria strives 

To be, and is, the very best of Wives 

Like Streams, you are divorc’d , but ’twill come when 

These eyes of mine shall see you mix agen 

Thus speaks the Oke, here j C and M. shall meet. 

Treading on Amber, with their silver-feet . 

Nor wil’t be long, ere this accomplish’d be. 

The words found true, C M. remember me 

Robert Herrick, 


TO THE QUEEN 
[of CHARLES l] 

THOU great commandress, that dost move 
Thy sceptre o’er the crown of Love, 

And through his empire, with the awe 
Of thy chaste beams, dost give the law , 
From his profancr altars we 
Turn to adore thy deity : 

He only can wild lust provoke. 

Thou those impurer flames canst choke , 
And where he scatters looser fires. 

Thou tum’st tliem into chaste desires 5 
His kmgdom knows no rule but this, 
Whatever phaseth, lawful is. 

Thy sacred lore shows us the path 
Of modesty and constant faith. 

Which makes the rude male satisfied 
With one fair female by his side. 

Doth either sex to each unite. 

And form Love’s pure hermaphrodite, 

To this thy faith, behold the wild 


F* 
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Satyr already reconciled^ 

Who from the influence of thine eye 
Hath suck’d the deep divimty. 

O free them then, that they may teach 
The Centaur and the horse -man, preach 
To beasts and birds, sweetly to rest 
Each in his proper lair and nest; 

They shall convey it to the flood, 

Till there thy law be understood : 

So shalt thou with thy pregnant fire 
The water, earth, and air inspire 

Thomas Ca\ ezo. 

GREAT BRITAIN’S GLORY 
A Poem 

ASPIRING Muse, commence a Noble Flight, 

And strike thy joyful Wmgs in open Light, 

New strmg thy Harp, and Tune thy chearful Lays, 

To sacred george, and great Augustus Praise; 

In sounds to move the Ravisht Hormones Hill, 

And faster make the Gtlead-Balm distil 

Come BRITAINS, you whom needless Feais possess 
See how kmd Heav’n confirms your Happmess ; 

Behold Great george, the Sacred Promis’d Prmce, 
Whom Wond’rous Prophets many Ages smce Foretold : 
“ That when the Mystick Figures of the Year 
“ To such a certain Number should Amount 
“ (As fill this present Lucky Year’s Account,) 

“ O’er England there should Reign a shimng Star, 

“ Of that Divine, and Gracious Influence, 

“ Should make Proud Neighb’ring Nations Fear , 

And mightier Bntant’s Happy Gemus prove, 

“ Blessmg the Land with Plenty, Peace, and Love. 

’Tis You, O Sacred Sir, for Empire Born, 

That malces this Strange and Great Prediction true ; 
And yet another Miracle perform, 

’Tis You shall make us Blest, and make us own it too > 

• • • • • • . 

All Hail, Great king! Whom ev’ry Miracle, 

Has still Preserv’d for Universal Rule / 
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Thou Mighty Fabtus of a Mournful State, 

Whom Heav’n hath sent I’th’ Crisis of our Fate I 
We bless the Wmds, and Waves, and Flowmg Tide, 

That did Espouse and Battle on tliy Side, 

And ev’ry Smihng and Conspiring Gale, 

That did impregnate the Extended Sail * 

We bless th’ Almighty's Steady Pow’rful Hand, 

That held the Rudder, till the Bark did Land , 

The Happy Bark, that all our Blessings brought. 

Charg’d with thy Self and Son, a doubly Royal Fraught 

But see, the Zvlighty Hero now draws near, ] 

Loud lo Paons glad the Ecchoing Air, | 

And Troops of Vig’rous Youth his joyful Way prepare. ) 
See, how beneatli his large extensive Shade, 

Th’ oppress’d and Languid at Repose are laid I 
Whilst Aged Parents his just Praise Proclaun, 

And untaught Stam’rmg Infants Bless his Name • 

A Gcn’ral Joy sprmgs up in ev’ry Face, 

And all Mankmd meets with Distinguisht Grace. 

O may each Rismg Sun his Age Renew, 

And each Revolvmg Morn fresh Triumphs View ' 

May Bloommg Honours, as His Years Increase, 

Our Sacred Guide in War, and Guard in Peace f 
And oh. Thou ever Blest ! Now to my Pray’rs incline 
For Him, whose Fame and Glory best resembles Thme ' 

But now I draw the Veil . . . The Dazzhng Light 
Of Glory, Shines too Heavenly Fierce and Bright 1 
Yet never shall my Muse, my king forget, 

The Pension of a Prmce’s Praise is great I 
’Tis the Bnght Bulhon of the Shimng Mmd 
’Tis like the Work of G o D, m Man Refin’d I 
What Heav’n to Saints, the same do K i N G s below. 

Alike these Blessmgs, and their Gifts bestow • 

Mercy m both’s the Type of Sacred Grace, 

And shows the Monarch's Born of Heav’nly Race ! 

Long may He Shme, and spread his Beams as far. 

As from the Mornmg to the Evenmg Star; 

Till His convmcmg Rays His Foes o’ercome, 

And for his Glonous Magnitude, the Scanted Globe want 
room I Joseph Harris (1680-1729.) 
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BIRTHDAY ODE, 1732 
LET there be hght I 

Such was at once the word and work of heav’n. 
When from the void of umversal mght 
Free nature sprung to the Creator’s sight, 

And day to glad the new-born world was giv’n. 

Succeeding days to ages roll’d. 

And ev’ry age some wonder told : 

At length arose this glorious morn ! 

When, to extend his bounteous pow’r. 

High heav’n announc’d this mstant hour 
The best of monarchs shall be bom ! 

Born to protect and bless the land I 
And while the laws his people form. 

His scepter glones to confirm 
Their wishes are his sole command. 

The word that form’d the world 
In vam did make mankmd ; 

Unless, his passions to restram. 

Almighty wisdom had design’d 
Sometimes a WILLIAM or a george should reign. 
Yet farther, BntonSs cast your eyes. 

Behold a long succession nse 
Of future fair fehcities 

Around the royal table spread. 

See how the beauteous branches shme I 
Spnmg from the fertile gemal bed 
Of glorious GEORGE and Caroline 

Colley Ctbbej (Poet Laureate). 

ON THE LATE QUEEN’S SICKNESS AND DEATH 
SAY, Muse, if Sighs will give thee leave, 

For thou hast ample Cause to grieve, 

Th’ Alarm umted Kmgdoms took, 

Th’ Emotions which each Bosom shook. 

The wild Distress, unceasing Moan, 

The weepmg Eye, heart-breaking Groan, 
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In every Comer heard and seen^ 

When late our darling Garohney 
Britannia’s, and her King’s Dehght, 

The Joy of every Subject’s Sight, 
Oppress’d VTith mortal Sickness lay . 

What Pen th’ Amazement can display. 
Or Tongue describe the piercing Grief, 
When Physick’s Aid brought no Relief, 
And George with all his bloommg Race, 
Tears trickhng down each Royal Face, 
Regardless of their Health and Rest, 
Contended which should nurse her best. 
Eager with pious Zeal to save 
The Wife, the Mother, from the Grave? 


Deep-piercmg was the rude Alarm, 
When she, who wont our Eyes to charm, 
Our Ears with Musick to rejoice 
When e’er she deigned to lift her Voice, 
Who with a Smile each Heart could wm, 
Tho’ Disappointment rag’d withm. 

Who with a Word could Passion chain. 
And render all its Fury vain. 

Withdrawn, and langiushmg m Bed, 

Was more than once reported dead. 

The News attended with less Woe 
Had been of an mvadmg Foe. 

But if, while this Event we fear’d. 

Some glimpse of flattermg Hope appear’d. 
How soon to Rapture turn’d Despair, 

As when o’ercast the dusky Air 
At once grows brighter than a Ray, 

Shot from th’ effulgent Source of Day ! 
New Life m every Face was seen. 

And more erect each alter’d Mein. 

But, ah I how false is 5yrcn-Joy, 

That flatters only to destroy. 
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And, as when Fevers intermit, 

Holds but till next returning Fit. 

Then Hope with all its chearful Tram, 

Like Tides at Ebb, flows back agam. 

• •«•••* 

Yet, e’re her native Skies the Qyeen 
Rejom’d, how moving was the Scene I 
How tender was the last Adieu, 

When round her Bed a Glance she threw. 

And saw her Lord, the Kingdom’s Chief, 

Dissolv’d m Tears, and dumb with Grief, 
Attended with his numerous Line, 

In whom a Thousand Graces shme. 

But then so chang’d with haggard Woe, 

Scarce could she her own off-sprmg Imow. 

Like NtohCi one Speechless stood. 

Insensible as Stone or Wood. 

Her Anguish took a Root so deep. 

She look’d amaz’d, but could not weep. 

As if AflBiction’s wonted Train 
Were mexpressive of her Pam, 

Another, seiz’d with mortal Fnght, 

Sunk Lifeless at the killing Sight 
The Rest, m various Shapes, impart 
The Symptoms of a wounded Heart. 

Hast thou not equal Cause to mourn 
O’er Carolina’s sacred Urn, 

Thou self-tormented Isle, for she 
A nursmg Mother was to Thee ? 

Say then, what monumental Praise, 

What Trophy do’st Thou mean to raise 
For her, who with a Parent’s View 
Was once thy Queen and Guardian too ? 

If Honour, Safety, Truth you pnze, 

The following Scheme will best advise. 

Henceforth let Party-Fury cease. 

The Worm that prays upon your Peace. 

Anonymous^ 1738. 
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TO THE INFANT PRINCESS ROYAL 

WELCOME, bud beside the rose. 

On whose stem our safety grows , 
Welcome, little Saxon Guelph , 

Welcome for thine own small self. 
Welcome for thy father, mother. 

Proud the one and safe the other , 
Welcome to three kingdoms , nay. 

Such IS thy potential day. 

Welcome, little mighty birth. 

To our human star the earth. 


Some have wish’d thee boy , and some 
Gladly wait till boy shall come, 

Countmg It a gemal sign 
When a lady leads the Ime 
What imports it, girl or boy ' 

England’s old historic joy 
Well might be content to see 
Queens alone come after thee, — 

Twenty visions of thy mother 
Followmg sceptred, each the other, 
Linkmg with their roses white 
Ages of unborn delight 
What imports it who shall lead. 

So that the good line succeed ’ 

So that love and peace feel sure 
Of old hate’s discomfiture ’ 

Thee appearmg by the rose 
Safety comes, and peril goes j 
Thee appearmg, earth’s new spimg 
Fears no wmter’s “ grisly kmg ” ; 

Hope anew leaps up, and dances 
In the hearts of human chances ♦ 

France, the brave, but too qmck-blooded, 
Wisely has her threat re-studied , 

England now, as safe as she 
From the strifes that need not be. 

And the realms thus hush’d and still. 
Earth with fragrant thought may fill. 
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Growing harvests of all good, 

Day by day, as planet should. 

Till It clap its hands and cry. 

Hail, matur’d humanity I 

Earth has outgrown want and war , " 

Earth is now no childish star. 

But behold, where thou dost lie, 

Hcedmg nought, remote or nigh ! 

Nought of all the news we sing 
Dost thou know, sweet ignorant thing ; 
Nought of planet’s love, nor people’s : 

Nor dost hear the giddy steeples 
Carolling of thee and thmc. 

As if heav’n had rain’d them wme : 

9 « • 

Nor dost know thy verj^ mother’s 
Balmy bosom from another’s. 

Though thy small blmd lips pursue it, 

Nor the arms that draw thee to it, 

Nor the eyes, that, while they fold thee. 

Never can enough behold thee 
Mother true and good has she. 

Little strong one, been to thee. 

Nor with hstless indoor ways 
Weaken’d thee for future days , 

But has done her strenuous duty 
To thy bram and to thy beauty. 

Till thou cam’st, a blossom bright. 

Worth the kiss of air and hght j 
To thy healthy self a pleasure , 

To the world a balm and treasure. 

Leigh Hunt. 

ODE SUNG AT THE EXHIBITION, 1862 
UPLIFT a thousand voices full and sweet. 

In this wide hall with earth’s invention stor’d. 
And praise th’ mvisible umversal Lord, 

Who lets once more m peace the nations meet. 
Where, Science, Art, and Labour have outpour’d 
Their myriad horns of plenty at our feet. 
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O silent father of our Kings to be. 

Mourn’d in this golden hour of jubilee. 

For this, for all, we weep our thanks to thee ! 

The world-compelling plan was thine. 

And, lo I the long labonous miles 
Of Palace j lo ! the giant aisles. 

Rich m model and design. 

Harvest-tool and husbandry. 

Loom, and wheel, and engm’ry. 

Secrets of the sullen mme. 

Steel and gold, and com and wme. 

Fabric rough, or fairy fine. 

Sunny tokens of the Line, 

Polar marvels, and a feast 
Of wonder, out of West and East, 

And shapes and hues of Art divme ! 

All of beauty, all of use 

That one fair planet can produce. 

Brought from under every star. 

Blown from over every mam. 

And mixt, as hfe is mixt with pam. 

The works of peace with works of war. 

War himself must make alhance 
With rough Labour and fine Science, 

Else he would but strike in vam. 

And is the goal so far away ? 

Far, how far, no tongue can say : 

Let us have our dream to-day 

O ye, the wise who think, the wise who reign. 
From growmg Commerce loose her latest chain. 
And let the fair, white-wmged peacemaker fly 
To happy havens under all the sky. 

And mix the seasons and the golden hours. 

Till each man find his own in aU men’s good. 

And all men work m noble brotherhood, 

Breakmg their mailed fleets and armed towers. 

And ruling by obeymg nature’s powers. 

And gathenng all the frmts of Peace and crown’d 
with all her flowers 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson {Poet Laureate). 
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MAFEKING 

OCTOBER 15, 1899 TO MAY 16 , I9OO 
ONCE agaiBi banners, fly > 

Clang again, bells, on high, 
Sounding to sea and slcy. 

Longer and louder, 
Mafekmg’s glory with 
Kimberley, Ladysmith, 

Of our unconquered Kith 
Prouder and prouder. 

Hemmed in for half a year. 

Still with no succour near. 

Nor word of hope to cheer 
Wounded and dymg. 
Famished, and foiled of sleep 
By the fierce cannon’s leap, 

They vowed still, sail to keep 
England’s Flag fiymg 

Nor was their mettle shown 
By male and saong alone. 

But, as mtrepid grown. 

Fragile and tender. 

Without or tear or sigh. 

Echoed the brave old cry, 

“ We, too, would rather ^e. 

Die than surrender.” 

As pressed the foe more near. 
Only with naked spear. 

Ne’er knowing what to fear. 
Parley, or blench meant. 
Forward tiirough shot and shell. 
While still the foremost fell. 
They with resistless yell 

Stormed his intrenchment* 

Then, when hope dawned at last* 
And fled the foe, aghast 
At the rehevmg blast 

Heard in the melley, — 

O our stout, stubborn kith 1 
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Kimberley, Ladysmith, 

Mafeking, wedded witli 
Luc too w and Delhi ’ 

Sound for them martial lay I 
Crown them with battle-bay. 

Both those who died, and they 
’Gamst death could wrestler 
Powell of endless fame. 

All, all with equal claim. 

And, of the storied name. 

Gallant young Cecil ! 

Long as the waves shall roll. 

Long as Fame guards her scroll. 

And men through heart and soiil 
Thrill to true glory. 

Their deed, from age to age. 

Shall voice and verse engage, 

Swellmg the splendid page 
Of England’s Story. 

Alfred Austin {Poet Laureate). 

ON THE DEATH OF KING EDWARD VII 
THE Will of God we must obey. 

Dreadful — our King taken away 1 
The greatest friend of the nation, 

Alighty monarch and protection ! 

Heavenly Father, help in sorrow 
Qpeen-Mother, and them to follow. 

What to do without him who has gone I 
Pray help ! help ! and do lead us on. 

Greatest sorrow England ever had 
When death took away our dear Dad , 

A king was he from head to sole. 

Loved by his people one and all. 

His imghty work for the Nation, 

Makmg peace and strengthenmg Umon — 

Always at it smce on the throne . 

Saved the country more than one biUion 

Broadsheet sold in London streets 
at King Edward's funeral. 
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“ A box where sweets compacted //e.” 

George Herbert. 
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A CURE FOR POETRY 
SEVEN wealthy towns contend for Homer dead 
Thro’ which the living Homer beg’d his bread. 

Thomas Seward (ftom John Hey wood). 

THE MODERN POET (1925) 

WITH what small pams procures the poet nov/ 

A wreath of bays with which to deck his brow. 

For two things only can obscure lus fame — 

A love of beauty or a sense of shame. Sylvis. 

OF TREASON 

TREASON doth never prosper , what’s the reason ? 
For if It prosper, none dare call it treason. 

John Harmgton. 

ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 
WITH LIGHTNING 
SURE, ’twas by Providence design’d 
Rather in pity than m hate. 

That he should be, like Cupid, bhnd. 

To save him from Narcissus’ fate, Goldsmith. 

THE FIVE REASONS FOR DRINKING 
I F all be true that I do think. 

There are five reasons we should drink , 

Good wme — a friend — or bemg dry — 

Or lest we should be by and by — 

Or any other reason why. Henry Aldrich. 

BURLESQUE 
I F the man who turnips cries. 

Cry not when his father dies, 

’Tis a proof that he had rather 
Have a turnip than his father. 

Samuel Johnson. 
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THE KISS 

“ I SAW you take Ins kiss ' ” “ ’Tis true ” 

“ O, modesty ! ” “ ’Twas strictly kept : 

He tkouglit me asleep • at least, I knew 
He thought I thought he thought I slept.” 

Coventry Patmore. 


CHLOE 

B R I G H T as the day, and like the mormng fair. 
Such Chloe is — and common as the air 

Lansdotvne. 

ON LADY POLTAGRUE, A PUBLIC PERIL 
THE Devil, having nothmg else to do. 

Went off to tempt My Lady Poltagrue. 

My Lady, tempted by a private whim. 

To his extreme annoyance, tempted him. 

H. Belloc. 


ON AN UPRIGHT JUDGE 
I N church your grandsire cut his throat ; 

To do the job too long he tarried . 

He should have had my heart vote 
To cut his throat before he married. 

Jonathan Swift. 


ON CHARLES II 

HERE lies our sovereign Lord the Kmg, 

Whose word no man rehes on. 

Who never said a foolish thmg 
Nor ever did a wise one. 

Rochester. 


ON PETER ROBINSON 

H E R E hes the preacher, judge and poet, Peter, 
Who broke the laws of God, and man, and metre. 

Francis Jeffrey. 
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ON A CERTAIN LORD’S GIVING SOME THOU- 
SAND POUNDS FOR A HOUSE 
s o many thousands for a house 
For youj of all the world, Lord Mouse ! 

A little house would best accord 
With you, my very little lord * 

And then exactly match’d would be 
Your house and hospitality 

David Garrick 


DOCTOR FELL 
IDO not love thee. Doctor Fell , 

The reason why I cannot tell. 

But tliis I’m sure I know full well, 

I do not love thee. Doctor Fell 

r. Brown (from Martial), 

THE CHOSEN PEOPLE 
HOW odd 
Of God 
To choose 
The Jews 

W, N. Ewer. 


FOOLS— AND FOOLS 
ANSWER not a fool accordmg to his folly. 

Lest thou also be like unto him 

Answer a fool according to his folly. 

Lest he be wise in his own conceit 

The Authoi ised Version 

EPIGRAM 

s I R , I admit yom general rule. 

That every poet is a fool • 

But you yourself may serve to show it, 

That every fool is not a poet. 

Matthew Prior. 
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THE MAIDEN’S CHOICE 
A F o 0 L and knave with different vicwSj 
For Julia’s hand apply : 

The knave, to mend Ins fortune sues, 

The fool, to please his eye. 

Ask you, how Julia will behave ? 

Depend on’t for a rule. 

If she’s a fool, she’ll wed the knave — 

If she’s a knave, the fool. S. Bishop, 

A RIDDLE SOLVED 
KIND souls, you wonder why, love you. 

When you, you wonder why, love none. 

We love, Fool, for the good we do. 

Not that which unto us is done ! 

Coventry Patmore, 


ETERNITY 

H E who bends to himself a Joy 
Doth the winged life destroy ; 

But he who kisses the Joy as it flics 
Lives in Etermty’s sunrise. W. Blalc, 

THE LADY WHO OFFERS HER LOOKING-GLASS 

TO VENUS 

VENUS, take ray votive glass ; 

Since I am not what I was. 

What from this day I shall be, 

Venus, let me never see. 

Matthew Prior (from Ausonius). 

TO SILENCE 
WHY the warning finger-tip 
Pressed for ever on thy lip ? 

To remind the pilgrim Sound 
That It moves on holy ground. 

In a breathing-space to be 

Hushed for all eternity. J B. Tabh. 
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RESPICE FINEM 
M Y soulj Sit thou a patient looker-on j 
Judge not the play before the play is done 
Her plot hath many changes 5 every day 
Speaks a new scene , the last act crowns the play. 

Francis Quarles. 

DUSTING 

THE dust comes secretly day after day. 

Lies on my ledge and dulls my shining thmgs 
But O tills dust that I shall drive away 
Is flowers and kings, 

Is Solomon’s temple, poets, Nineveh. 

Viola Meynell. 

ON HIS SEVENTY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY 
I STROVE With none , for none was worth my strife. 
Nature I loved and, next to Nature, Art , 

I warmed both hands before the fire of life \ 

It sinks, and I am ready to depart. 

W S Landor. 

DIRGE 

STAND close around, ye Stygian set. 

With Dirce in one boat conveyed. 

Or Charon, seeing, may forget 
That he is old and she a shade 

W. S. Landor. 

ON THE PHRASE, “ TO KILL TIME ” 
there’s scarce a pomt whereon mankmd agree 
So well, as in their boast of killmg me 
I boast of nothmg, but, when I’ve a mind, 

I think I can be even with mankind 

From Voltaire Dodd^s Select Epigrams. 

MY OWN EPITAPH 
LIFE IS jest, and all things show it , 

I thought so once, but now I know it 

John Gay 
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EPITAPH 

H E R E lie I, Martin Elgmbrodde . 

Ha’e mercy o’ my soul, Lord God, 

As I wad do, were I Lord God 
And ye were Martin Elgmbrodde. 

From an Aberdeen tombstone. 

UPON A CHILD 
H E R E a pretty baby lies 
Sung asleep with lullabies ; 

Pray be silent, and not stir 

Th’ easy earth that covers her Heinck. 

ON THE DEATH OF SIR ALBERTUS AND LADY 

MORTON 

H E first deceas’d — she, for a little, try’d 
To live without him, hk’d it not and dy’d 

Henry Wot ton. 

THE BETTER WAY 
IF you desire to paralyse 
Your enemy, don’t “ damn his eyes ” ; 

From futile blasphemy desist , 

Send him to Blank tlie oculist 

Walter Leaf (from Ntcaichns). 

THE MODERN WORLD (1925) 
STRANGER, here lies that one time 'modern ’ world, 
That noble and courageous age wluch hurled 
Its gauntlet in the very teeth of fate 
And dared and died — ^What are you laughing at ? ^ 5 

EPITAPH BY A SON 
BENEATH this Stone, in hopes of Zion, 

Doth lie the landlord of the Lion , 

His son keeps on the busmess still. 

Resigned unto the heavenly will. 

From Fatrlcy’s Epttaphtana. 
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EMINENT PHYSICISTS 
1 

N A T u R E j and Nature’s laws, lay hid m night : 
God saidj Let Nezototi he f and all was light. 


I T did not last ; the Devil, howling Ho f 
Let Einstein he ’ restored the status quo. 

J G. Squire. 

RELATIVITY 

THERE was a young lady named Bright 
Who would tnavel much faster than light. 

She started one day 
In the relative way. 

And came back the previous night. 

Anonymous. 

THE MENDELIAN THEORY 
THERE was a young fellow called Starky 
Who had an affair with a darky. 

The result of his sms 
Was quadruplets, not twms . 

One black, and one white, and two khaki 

Anonymous. 

THE JUNG IDEA 

THE young tlungs who frequent picture-palaces 
Have no use for this psycho-analysis , 

And although Doctor Freud 
Is distmctly annoyed 

They chng to their old-fashioned fallacies, 

ON MONSIEUR COUE 
THIS very remarkable man 
Commends a most practical plan j 
You can do what you want 
If you don’t think you can’t 
So don’t think you can’t think you can 

Charles Inge. 
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MIND OVER MATTER 
THERE was a faith-healer of Deal 
Who said, “ Although pain isn’t real. 

If I sit on a pin 
And It punctures my skin 
I dislike what I fancy I feel ” Anonymous. 

MATERIALISM 
THERE was a professor of Beauheu 
Who said mind was matter or 
This contempt for the d8os , 

Though common at Cmdos 
Distressed the New Forest unduly, 

GEM Joad. 

IDEALISM 

THERE once was a man who said “ God 
Must think it exceedmgly odd 
If he finds that this tree 
Contmues to be 

When there’s no one about in the Quad ” 

Ronald Knox 

A REPLY 

DEAR SIR, 

Your astomshment’s odd : 

I am always about in the Quad 

And that’s why the tree 
Will continue to be, 

Smce observed by 

Yours faithfully, 

God 

FREE-WILL AND PREDESTINATION 

THERE was a young man who said “ Damn ! 

It appears to me now that I am 
Just a being that moves 
In predestmate grooves — 

Not a bus, not a bus, but a tram.” 
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^^The hvwg creature after his kind.^^ 

Genesis I. 24. 



THE ZOO 


THE BEASTS 

I THINK I could turn and live with animals, they are so 
placid and self-contam’d , 

I stand and look at them long and long 

They do not sweat and whine about their condition , 

They do not he awake in the dark and weep for their sms , 
They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God , 
Not one is dissausfied — not one is demented with the 
mama of owning thmgs , 

Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that hved 
thousands of years ago ; 

Not one is respectable or industrious over the whole earth 

Walt Whitman. 


FOUR BEASTS 

T H E R E be four thmgs which are little upon the earth 
But they are exceedmg wise , 

The ants arc a people not strong. 

Yet they prepare their meat in the summer , 

The comes are but a feeble folk. 

Yet they make their houses m the rocks , 

The locusts have no kmg. 

Yet they go forth all of them by bands , 

The spider taketh hold with her hands. 

And is m kmgs’ palaces 

Authorised Version 


JONAH AND THE WHALE 
H E Sported round the watery world. 

His rich oil was a gloomy waveless lake 
Withm the waves Afifighted seamen hurled 
Their weapons m his foaming wake. 


G 
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One old corroding iron he bore 
Which journeyed through his flesh but yet had not 
Found out his life Another lance he wore 
Outside him pricking in a tender spot. 

So distant were his parts that they 
Sent but a dull famt message to his brain. 

He knew not his own flesh, as great kings may 
Not know the farther places where they reign. 

His play made storm in a calm sea , 

His very ^ndness slew what he might touch ; 

And wrecks lay scattered on his anger’s lee 
The Moon rocked to and fro his watery couch. 

His hunger cleared the sea And where 
He passed, the ocean’s edge lifted its brim 
He skimmed the dim sea-floor to find if there 
Some garden had its harvest ripe for him 

But m his sluggish bram no thought 
Ever arose His law was instinct blmd. 

No thought or gleam or vision ever brought 
Light to the dark of his old dreamless mind 

Until one^day sudden and strange 
Half-hints of knowledge burst upon his sight 
Glimpses he had of Time, and Space, and Change, 
And somethmg greater than his might , 

And terror’s leap to imagine sin ; 

And blmding Truth half-bare unto his seeing 
It was the living man who had come m . . . 
Jonah’s thoughts flying through his bemg 

Vtola Meynell 

Fish 

HEAVEN 

FISH (fly-replete, m depth of June 
Dawdling away their wat’ry noon) 

Ponder deep wisdom, dark or clear. 

Each secret fishy hope or fear 

Fish say, they have their Stream and Pond , 
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But is there anything Beyond ? 

This life cannot be Ail, they swear, 

For J’ow unpleasant, ji it were ! 

One may not doubt that, somehow, good 
Shall come of Water and of Mud , 

And, sure, the reverent eye must see 
A Purpose m Liquidity. 

We darkly know, by Faith nc cry, 

The future IS not Wholly Dry. 

Mud unto Mud ’ — Death eddies near — 
Not here the appointed Knd, not here 1 
But somcvshcrc, beyond Space and Time, 

Is ivcttcr water, slimier slime ! 

And there (they trust) there swimmcth One 
Who swam ere rivers were begun. 
Immense, of fishy form and mind, 
Squamous, omnipotent, and kind ; 

And under that Almighty Pm 
The littlcst fish may enter m. 

Oh * never fly conceals a hook, 

Fish say, in the Eternal Brook, 

But more tuan mundane weeds are there, 
And mud, celestially fair , 

Fat caterpillars drift around. 

And Parrdisal grubs arc found , 

Unfadmg motlis, immortal flics, 

And the V orm that never dies. 

And in that Heaven of all their wash, 

There shall be no more land, say fish. 

Rupert Brooke. 


THE TYGER 

T Y G n R ' tyg^r ' burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry ? 

In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes ? 

On what wings dare he aspire ^ 
What the hand dare seize the fire ’ 
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And what shoulder and what art 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart ? 

And, when thy heart began to beat. 

What dread hand and what dread feet 

What the hammer ? what the cham ? 

In what furnace was thy bram ? 

What the anvil ? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp ? . 

When the stars threw down their spears. 

And water’d heaven with their tears. 

Did he simle his work to see ? 

Did he who made the lamb make thee ? 

Tyger ! tyger ’ burning bright 
In the forests of the mght. 

What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry ? 

William Blake. 

MILK FOR THE CAT 
WHEN the tea is brought at five o’clock. 

And all the neat curtams are drawn with care. 

The little black cat with bright green eyes 
Is suddenly purrmg there. 

At first she pretends, havmg nothing to do. 

She has come in merely to blink by the grate. 

But, though tea may be late or the milk may be sour. 
She is never late. 

And presently her agate eyes 
Take a soft large, milky haze 
And her independent casual glance 
Becomes a stiff, hard gaze. 

Then she stamps her claws or lifts her ears. 

Or twists her tail and begms to stir. 

Till suddenly all her hthe body becomes 
One breathing, trembhng purr. 
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The children eat and wriggle and laughj 
The two old ladies stroke their silk . 

But the cat is grown small and thin witli desircj 
Transformed to a creeping lust for milk. 

The white saucer like some full moon descends 
At last from the clouds of the table above ; 

She sighs and dreams and thrills and glowsj 
Transfigured with love. 

She nestles over the shinmg rimj 
Buries her chin m the creamy sea , 

Her tail hangs loose 3 each drowsy paw 
Is doubled under each bendmg knee. 

A long, dun ecstasy holds her life ; 

Her world is an mfimte shapeless white. 

Till her tongue has curled the last holy drop. 
Then she sinks back into the night. 

Draws and dips her body to heap 
Her sleepy nerves m the great arm-chair. 

Lies defeated and buned deep 
Three or four hours unconscious there 

Harold Monro. 

Dog 

THE SONG OF QUOODLE 
THEY haven’t got no noses. 

The fallen sons of Eve, 

Even the smell ot roses 
Is not what they supposes , 

But more than nund discloses 
And more than men believe 

They haven’t got no noses, - 
They cannot even tell 
When door and darlmess closes 
The park a Jew encloses. 

Where even the Law of Moses 
Will let you steal a smell. 
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The brilliant smell of water, 

The brave smell of a stone. 

The smell of dew and thunder, 
The old bones buried under, 

Arc things in which they blunder 
And err, if left alone. 

The wind from winter forests. 
The scent of scentless flowers, 
The breath of brides’ adorning, 
The smell of snare and warning, 
The smell of Sunday morning, 
God gave to us for ours 


And Qyoodle here discloses 
All things that Quoodlc can. 

They haven’t got no noses. 

They haven’t got no noses. 

And goodness only know’ses 
The Nosclessncss of Man 

G. K. Chesterton 


THE COW 

THE friendly cow all red and white, 

I love With all my heart 
She gives me cream w'lth all her might. 

To eat with apple-tart. 

She wanders lowing here and there. 

And yet she cannot stray. 

All in the pleasant open air. 

The pleasant light of day ; 

And blown by all the wmds that pass 
And wet v/ith all the showers. 

She walks among the meadow grass 
And eats the meadow flowers. 

R, L. Stevenson. 
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Cow 

THE LILY-POOL 
WHAT sees our mailie in the lily-pool. 

What sees she with that large surprise ? 
What secs our mailie in the lily-pool 
With all the violet of her big eyes — 

Our mailie in the hly-pool ? 

She sees herself within the hly-pool. 

Herself m flakes of brown and white — 
Herself beneath the slab that is the hly-pool. 
The green and liquid slab of light 
With cups of silver dight. 

Stem-rooted in the depths of amber night 
That hold the hollows of the hly-pool — 

Our own dear lily-pool I 

And does she gaze into the lily-pool 
As one that is enchanted ? 

Or does she try the cause to find 
How the reflection’s slanted, 

That sleeps within the hly-pool ? 

Or does she take it all for granted 
With the sweet natural logic of her kind ? 

The lazy logic of the hly-pool. 

Our own bright, innocent, stupid lily-pool ! 

She knows that it is nice — our lily-pool : 

She likes the water-rmgs around her knees j 
She likes the shadow of the trees. 

That droop above the Iily-pool , 

She likes to scatter with a silly sneeze 
The long-legged flies that skim the hly-pool — 
The peaceful-sleeping, baby hly-pool. 

So may I look upon the lily-pool. 

Nor ever in the slightest care 
Why I am there , 

Why upon land and sea 

Is ever stamped the inevitable me , 
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But rather say with that most gentle fool — 

“ How pleasant is this lily-pool 1 
How nice and cool • 

Be off, 5’ou long-legged flics I O v/hat a spree > 
To drive the flics from off the Iily-pool I 
From off this most sufficient, absolute lily-pool ' ” 

T. E Brown. 


EPITAPH ON A HARE 
HERE lies, whom hound did ne’er pursue, ^ 
Nor swifter greyhound follow. 

Whose foot ne’er tainted morning dew. 

Nor car heard huntsman’s hollo , 

Old Tincy, surliest of his kind. 

Who, nursed with tender care, 

And to domestic bounds confined. 

Was still a wild Jack-hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance every night. 

He did It with a jealous look. 

And when he could, would bite 

His diet v/as of wheaten bread. 

And milk, and oats, and straw. 

Thistles, or lettuces instead. 

With sand to scour his maw. 

On twigs of hawthorn he regaled. 

On pippms’ russet peel , 

And, when his juicy salads fail’d. 

Sliced cariot pleased him well 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn. 

Whereon he loved to bound. 

To skip and gambol like a fawn. 

And swmg his rump around. 
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His frisking was at evening hours. 

For then he lost his feai , 

But most before approaching showers. 

Or when a storm drew near 

Eight years and five round-rolling moons 
He thus saw steal away. 

Dozing out all his idle noons. 

And every mght at play 

I kept him for his humour’s sake. 

For he would oft beguile 
My heart of thoughts that made it ache. 

And force me to a smile 

But nov/, beneath this walnut-shade 
He finds his long last home, 

And waits, m snug concealment laid. 

Till gentler Puss shall come 

He, still more aged, feels the shocks 
From which no care can save. 

And, partner once of Tmey’s box, 

Must soon partake his grave 

William Cozoper 


TO A MOUSE, ON TURNING HER UP IN HER 
NEST WITH THE PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1785 
WEE, sleekit, cow’rm’, tim’rous beastie, 

0 what a pamc’s m thy breastie I 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wi’ bickering brattle ! 

1 wad be laith to rm an’ chase thee 

Wi’ murd’nng pattle I 

I’m truly sorry man’s dotmnion 
Has broken Nature’s social union. 

An’ justifies that ill opimon 
I Which makes thee startle 

At me, thy poor earth-born companion. 

An’ fellow-mortal ! 


G* 
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I doubt na^ whiles^ but thou may thieve , 

What then ^ poor beastie, thou maun live ! 

A daimen-icker m a thrave 

’S a sma’ request : 

I’ll get a blessm’ wi’ the lave. 

And never miss ’t * 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in rum * 

Its silly wa’s the wm’s are strev/m’ ! 

An’ naethmg, now, to big a new ane, 

O’ foggage green 1 

An’ bleak December’s winds ensuin’, 

Baith snell an’ keen f 

Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste. 

An’ weary wmter comm’ fast. 

An’ cozie here, beneath the blast, 

Thou thought to dwell. 

Till crash * the cruel coulter past 
Out-thro’ thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble 
Has cost thee mony a wearj’^ nibble ' 

Now thou’s turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble. 

But house or hald. 

To thole the wmter ’s sleety dribble. 

An’ cranreuch cauld > 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 

In proving foresight may be vam 
The best laid schemes o’ imce an’ men 
Gang aft a-gley. 

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain 
For promis’d joy. 

Still thou art blest compar’d wi’ me ! 

The present only toucheth thee . 

But oh ! I backward cast my e’e 

On prospects drear i 
An’ forv/ard tho’ I canna see, 

I guess an’ fear ! 

Robert Burns 
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THE RABBIT 

THE rabbit has a charmmg face . 

Its private life is a disgrace 
I really dare not name to you 
The awful thmgs that rabbits do ; 

Things that your paper never prints — 

You only mention tliem m hmts 
They have such lost, degraded souls 
Ko wonder they inhabit holes j 
When such depravity is found 
It only can live underground. 

Anon. . 20th Gent. 
THE HORSE 

I KNOW two things about the horse 
And one of them is rather coarse 

Anon : 20th Cent. 


THE KINGFISHER 
I T was the Rambow gave thee birth. 

And left thee all her lovely hues , 

And, as her mother’s name was Tears, 

So runs it m thy blood to choose 
For haunts the lonely pools, and keep 
In company with trees that weep. 

Go you and, with such glorious hues. 

Live with proud Peacocks in green parks , 
On lawns as smooth as shinmg glass. 

Let every feather show its marks , 

Get thee on boughs and clap thy wings 
Before the windows of proud kings 

Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain , 

Thou hast no proud ambitious mmd j 
I also love a qmet place 
That’s green, away from all mankmd j 
A lonely pool, and let a tree 
Sigh with her bosom over me. 


W H Davies. 
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JENNY WREN 

HER Sight IS shortj she comes quite near , 

A foot to mc’s a mile to her ; 

And she is known as Jenny Wren, 

The smallest bird in England "^^en 
I heard that little bird at first, 

Methought her frame would surely bmst 
With earnest song. Oft had I seen 
Her runnmg under leaves so green. 

Or in the grass when fresh and wet. 

As though her wmgs she would forget. 

And, seeing this, I said to her — 

“ My pretty runner, you prefer 
To be a thing to run unheard 
Through leaves and grass, and not a bird I ” 
’Twas then she burst, to prove me wrong. 

Into a sudden storm of song , 

So very loud and earnest, I 

Feared she would break her heart and die. 

“ Nay, nay,” I laughed, “ be you no thmg 
To run unlieard, sweet scold, but sing I 
O I could hear your voice near me, 

Above the dm m that oak tree. 

When almost all the twigs on top 
Had starlmgs chattenng without stop.” 

W. H. Davies 


Blackbird 

VESPERS 

o BLACKBIRD, what a boy you are ' 

How you do go it ! 

Blowmg your bugle to that one sweet star — 
How you do blow it I 

And does she hear you, blackbird boy, so far ? 
Or IS It wasted breath ? 

“Good Lord ! she is so bright 
To-night ! ” 

The blackbird saith 


r. E. Brown. 
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THE OCTOBER REDBREAST 
AUTUMN IS weary^ haltj and old ; 

Ah, but she ovms the song of joy * 

Her colours fade, her woods are cold. 

Her singing-bird’s a boy, a boy 

In lovely Spring the birds were bent 
On nests, on use, on love, forsooth • 

Grown-up were they. This boy’s content. 

For his IS liberty, his is youth. 

The musical stripling sings for play 
Takmg no thought, and vixgm-glad. 

For duty sang those mates in May. 

This smgmg-bird’s a lad, a lad. 

Ahce Meynell. 

THE EAGLE 

H E clasps the crag with crooked hands , 

Close to the sun m lonely lands. 

Ringed with the azure world, he stands. 

The wrinlded sea beneath him crawls , 

He watches from his mountain walls. 

And like a thunderbolt he falls 

Alfred Tennyson. 

THE GRASSHOPPER 
o T H o u that swing’st upon the waving hair 
Of some well-filled oaten beard. 

Drunk every mght with a delicious tear 
Dropt thee from Heaven, where thou wert rear’d I 

The joys of earth and air are thme entire. 

That with thy feet and wmgs dost hop and fly 5 
And when thy poppy works, thou dost retire 
To thy carved acom-bed to he 

Up VTith the day, the Sun thou welcom’st then, 
Sport’st'm the gilt plaits of his beams 
And all these merry days mak’st merry men. 

Thyself, and melancholy streams 

Richard Lovelace. 


173 



THE ZOO 
THE ANT 

F o R B E A Rj thou great good husband^ little ant ; 

A little respite from thy flood of sweat ! 

Thou, thme own horse and cart under this plant, 
Thy spacious tent, fan thy prodigious heat , 

Down with thy double load of that one gram ! 

It is a granarie for all thy train. 

Cease, large example of wise thrift, awhile 
(For thy example is become our law). 

And teach thy frowns a seasonable smile . 

So Cato sometimes the nak’d Florals saw. 

' And thou, almighty foe, lay by thy sting. 

Whilst thy unpay’d musicians, crickets, sing. 

Lucasta^ she that holy makes the day. 

And ’stills new life in fields of feuillemort. 

Hath back restor’d their verdure with one ray, 

And with her eye bid all to play and sport. 

Ant, to work still ! age will thee truant call ; 

And to save now, th’art worse than prodigal 

Austere and cymck I not one hour Fallow, 

To lose with pleasure, what thou got’st with pain , 
But drive on sacred festivals thy plow. 

Tearing high-ways with thy ore-charged warn , 
Not all thy life-time one poor mmute live. 

And thy ore-Iabour’d bulk with mirth reheve ? 

Look up then, nuserable ant, and spie 
Thy fatal foes, for breakmg of their law, 

Hov’nng above thee ; Madam Margaret Pte ; 

And her fierce servant, meagre Sit John Data • 

Thy self and storehouse now they do store up. 

And thy whole harvest too within their crop. 

Thus we imthrifty thrive withm earth’s tomb 
For some more rav’nous and ambitious jaw : 

The gram in th’ ant’s, the ant m the pie’s womb. 
The pie in th’ hawk’s, the hawk i’ th’ eagle’s maw. 
So scattering to hoard ’gamst a long day, 

Thinkmg to save all, we cast all away. 

Richard Lovelace 
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SONNET TO A MONKEY 

0 LIVELY^ O most charming pug. 

Thy graceful air, and heavenly mug ; 

The beauties of his mmd do shme. 

And every bit is shaped and fine. 

Your teeth are whiter than the snow. 

You’re a great buck, you’re a great beau , 

Your eyes are of so nice a shape. 

More hke a Christian’s than an ape ; 

Your cheek is like the rose’s blume. 

Your hair is like the raven’s plume , 

His nose’s cast is of the Roman, 

He IS a very pretty woman. 

1 could not get a rhyme for Roman, 

So was obhged to call him woman. 

Marjorie Fleming (obit 1811, ectat'. 8). 

Man 

HYMN TO MOLOCH 
o T H o u who didst furmsh 
The fowls of the air 
With loverly feathers 
For leydies to wear. 

Receive this Petition 
For blessin an aid. 

From the prmcipal Otises 
Engaged m the Trade. 

The trouble’s as follows : 

A white liver cd Scum, 

What if they was choked 
T’would be better for some, 

S’becn pokm about an 
Creatin a fuss 
An talkin too loud to be 
Ealthy for us. 

Thou’it ardly believe 
Ow damn friendly they are. 

They say there’s a time 
In the future not far 
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THE ZOO 

When birds worth good money’ll 
Waste by the ton 
An the Trade can look penshin 
Pleased to look on. 

With best hnes in Paradies 
Equal to what 
Is fctchm a pony 
A tune in the at. 

An ospreys an ummins 
An other choice goods 
WastefuUy ’oppm 
About in the woods. 

They’re kiddm the papers. 

An calhn us names. 

Not Yorkshire ones neither. 

That’s one of their games. 

They’ve others as pleasm 
An soakm with spite. 

An It don’t make us appy, 

Ow can It do, quite ! 

We thank thee most earty 
For mercies to date. 

The Olesales is pickin 
Nice profits per crate. 

Reports from the Retails 
Is pleasm to read 
We certainly thank thee 
Most earty mdeed. 

Vouchsafe, then, to muzzle 
These meddlesome swine. 

An learn em to andle goods 
More in their line. 

Be faithful, be foxy 
Till peril is past. 

An plant thy strong sword 
In their livers at last. 

Ralph Hodgson, 
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THE ZOO 
MAN AND BEAST 
I A 7,1 less patient than this horse 
And It IS fleeter far tlian I. 

Its hair IS siU^yj nunc is coarse , 

Grasses have shaped that larger eye, 

While to feed me live things must (he. 

The birds make little darts m air. 

And fishes little darts in \vater. 

Old sheep a silver glory share. 

Peacocks are peacocks everywhere . . . 

Man lies awake, planning the slaughter. 

What woman has this old cat’s graces ? 

What boy can sing as the thrush sings ? 

For me, I’d rather not run races 
With dragon-flies, nor thread the mazes 
Of a smooth lawn v/ith ants and things. 

Yet horse and sheep tread leaf and stem 
And bud and flower beneath their feet j 
They sniff at Stars-of-Bethlehem 
And buttercups are food to them — 

No more than bitter food or sweet. 

I, to whom air and waves are sealed, 

I yet possess the human part 

0 better beasts, you now must yield I 

1 name the cool stars of the field, 

I have the flov/ers of heaven by heart 

Francis MeyneJl. 
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SONGS 



“Everyone suddenly hurst out singing d' 

Siesfned Sassoon. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O J 


With point and not too quickly 



Gic me a cannic hour at e’en. 

My arms about my dearie, O ! 

An warldly cares and warldly men. 

May a’ gae tapsaltecric, O ' 

For you sac douce wha sneer at this. 

Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O I 
The wisest man the warld e’er saw. 

He dearly lo’ed the lasses, O ' 

Auld nature swears the lovely dears. 

Her noblest work she classes, O I 
Her ’prentice han’ she tried on man. 

An’ then she made the lasses, O ' 

Robert Burns 

i8i 




„ The ani-mals came m t\\ o by tw o, Vive la com-pagme the 
KcvF { s, 3 !d, cl, d d ,rim ,f s r r i d - s,} 



I, One moie nvcr, There's one more nvei to cross 
\l s 1 ts, m- I r jP r lO - 

The animals came in three by three. 


Vive la compagnie. 

The elephant on the back of the flea, 

Vive la compagnie 

One more river, etc. 

The ammals came m four by four, etc. 

The camel, he got stuck m the door. 

Some were dead and some were alive 

The monkey he was up to his tricks. 

Some went to Hell, and some went to Heaven 

The worm was caily, the bird was late. 

Some had water and some had wine 

If you want any more you must smg it again. 
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BILLY BOY 



Can she cook a bit o’ steak, Billy Boy, Billy Boy ? 
Can she cook a bit o’ steak, me Billy Boy? 

She can cook a bit o’ steak. 

Aye, and make a girdle cake 
And me Nancy, etc 

Is she fit to be your wife, Billy Boy, Billy Boy ? 

Is she fit to be your wife, me Billy Boy ? 

She’s as fit to be me wife 
As the fork is to the knife 
And me Nancy, etc 

Did she he close unto thee, Billy Boy, Billy Boy i 
Did she he close unto thee, Billy Boy ? 

Yes, she lay close unto me 
As the bark is to the trees 
And me Nancy, etc. 
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THE MALLARD 

Bucohcally and fairly fast 



^Repeat this half bar so as to take in a fresh addition 
with every verse, for instance “ a thigh-thigh, a leg-leg, a 
voot-voot, a toe-toe, nippens and all” etc The order is . 
(I) Toej (2) Voot; (3) Leg, (4) Thigh, (5) Hip; 
(6) Rump ; (7) Zide ; (8) Wmg ; (9) Back, etc 
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BUl^AN’S HYMN 

(From the English Hymnal) 

Fatrl} qiachl} and tnth fervour 



Who so beset liim round 
With dismal stones. 

Do but themselves confound — 
His strengtli the more is. 

No foes shall stay his nught, 
Though he with giant’s fight : 
He will make good his right 
To be a pilgrim 

Smee, Lord, thou dost defend 
Us with Thy Spirit, 

We know we at the end 
Shall life inhent 
Then fancies flee away ' 

I’ll fear not what men say. 

I’ll labour night and day 
To be a pilgrim. 
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EN PASSANT PAR LA LORRAINE 

At a good swinging pace. 



^ Ennas- santpar la Lor - i ainc, A - \ cc mcs sa * 
KcyP Id-d Is-.sls-s 1 l-fU-sIl'l 


{Chonis ) 



tain - es, Av - vec mes sabots, Don - dam - e 

Im-rl m-mlm-sls-f | m — r 



Oh! Oh! Oh! A -vec mes sa-bots. 

Id.- mls-*l" iL-f I d .-*.-1- : ; 

{Chorus) 





Renconttai trois capitames, Avec mes sabots, 

{repeat chorus). 

I!s m’ont appel(S vilaine, Avec mcs sabots, 

Dondamc, Oh * Oh ! Oh ! Avec mes sabots 

{Repeat chorus). 

Ils m’ont appele vilame, Avec mes sabots, 

Je ne sms pas si vdaine, Avec, etc. 

Je ne sms pas si vilame, etc. 

Puisque le fils du roi m’aime, etc. 

Pmsquc le fils du roi m’aimc, 

II m’a donne pour ctrenne 
II m’a donn6 pour ctrenne, 

Un bouquet de marjolame. 

Un bouquet dc marjolame, 

S’ll fleunt, je serai rcine. 

S’ll fleunt, je serai reine, 

S’ll y meurt jc perds ma peme 

MR. REILLY 


j Fairly fast 



A\cll? If .you’re the O’ r Reilly they, speaks of so , 
1 s - s r d d’ d' I d s m I f si} 
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AUPRES DE MA BLONDE 

In march time 



Tous les oiseaux du monde 
Vien’nt y faire leurs nids 
La caiU’j la tourterelle 
Et la joli’ perdrix — ^Aupr^s de ma blonde, etc. 

N B — The two new lines in each verse are sung twice at 
the beginning of the following verse 

La caiir, etc , etc 
Et ma )oli’ colombe 
Qpa chante jour et nmt. 


I Repeat 
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Qui chante pour les JBlles 
Qui n’ont pas de man 

Pour moi ne chante guere 
Car j’cn ai im joh. 

Ditcs-nous done la belle, 
Ou done cst votr’ man 

II est dans la HoUandc 
Les HoUandais Pont pns 

Que donnenez-vous belle. 
Pour avoir votxe ami > 

Je donnerais Versailles, 
Pans et Saint Denis, 

Les tours dc Notre Dame, 
Et I’clocher d’mon pays. 

Et ma job’ colombe. 

Pour avoir mon man 


THEY WERE ONLY PLAYING LEAP-FROG 

,, Quick march timc^ 



BOBBY SHAFTOE 



Bobby Shaftoe ’s tall and slim. 

He’s always dressed so neat and trim. 
The lassies they all keek at him. 
Bonny Bobby Shaftoe 
Chorus. 


Bobby Shaftoe’s gett’n a baiin. 

For to dangle on his airm. 

On his airm and on his knee. 

Bonny Bobby Shaftoe, 

Fmal Chorus * 

Bobby Shaftoe’s been to sea. 

Silver buckles on his knee. 

He’s come back and married me. 

Bonny Bobby Shaftoe 

(And so on, ad tnfimtumj getting faster and faster ) 
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THE BARLEY MOW 


U uh irrbuatton 

0 i3- 



Wc’ll drink it out of the pint, my boys. 
We’ll drink it out of the gallon, my boys. 
We’ll drmk it out of the river, my boys. 
We’ll drmk it out of the ocean, my boys. 


MASSA’S IN DE COLD, COLD GROUND 

Slowly and sadly 

9 - 








ZSL 












K.V D‘’ ff Ts T vy'5-^-*.?^ ‘'f ) 










darkey’s mourn-ful song, . While de mocking bird am ^ 
{Ism Im - d I r -1- (d)l s -1 IS m 'r d ) 


^-N 






=F= 




9 - 


f.sing-ing Happy as de day am, long , 
[Id* — il II s m dim rid 












( Where de ivy am a -creep -ing O’er de gias-sy , 

I s.-.l ismrdid’ -il Ts :m im.-i } 


.-P>...fs 

'*• 






-mound, ,Dere de massa am a- , sleep ■ 

[I r '-I-* 1 s -- 1 IS m ,r d I d' 


■ingi 




r- ) 






±=3i 


5 


0. 




- • — '-ct 

0 sleeping in de cold, cold Ground 

1 s m d Itn r r d -I-- 1 d' 


j . J:: 


Ppwn I n d^ ^ 






3S 


'isr 


, corn-field .Hear dat mournful ^sound, 

I I 

- |7 T7 ' I N >■ ^ 


iiCUl UUL inwuiilii** * 

S — im II s im ,d I r -I- j 


t N N r , " ' \ rj ' ' T i" 1 

g yi% liyy ;<j|f |.r|£;- jij .j j „.=j 


O AII de darkey’s am a -)V eep - 1 ng Massa’s m de cold, cold , 
S*- 1 IS m 'r d I d*' — il * 1 1 s m d Irn r | 


1- 
— z:^ 




0 ground ,, 

d --1-: II 

When de Autumn leaves are falhng, 
When de days were cold, 

’Twas hard to hear old Massa calling, 
Cayse he was so weak and old. 
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Now dc orange tree am blooming 
On dc sandy shore^ 

Now dc summer days are coming 
Massa nebber calls no more. 

Down, etc. 

Massa makes de darkeys love him, 
Cayse he was so kmd. 

Now dey sadly weep above him, 
Mourmng cayse he leave dem behmd. 
I cannot work before to-morrow, 

Cayse de tear-drop flow, 

I try to drive away my sorrow, 

Picking on de old banjo. 

Down, etc. 


GOLDEN SLUMBERS KISS YOUR EYES 

Omctly and rather sheoly. 



Care is heavy, therefore sleep. 
You are care, and care must keep. 
Sleep, pretty wantons, etc. 


H 
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AN£> WHEN I DIE 


Sloioly and with tiiuch pathos 









mmsmrlwmfwmrtmm* 





imii 

1 


■LJJBJH 


■IM 


MHMMlHi FVH BHI 








, Don’t bury me at all, . Just pickle tny 

{I f tm m r r I I, I I S if f r } 





IIIIIIIIQII^^ 

iSSS ■SS[mSS? 3S 

llllllllllllllglllg 

mmammmmmmmmammmmmmmmimm 


- bones , in al - co - . hoi , . 

{I fc, I I d It. . 1 , I S. •- I • J 



,, Put a bottle o’ , booze 

(I ddit, t*l,l S, 
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^ know roy bones will keep 
(1 t. -s'.fe f 


FRERE JACQUES 


Not slowly {Round for Jour voices ) 






HE THAT WILL AN ALE-HOUSE KEEP 

Not too quickly (Round for three voiecs) 



/.merry, merry be, to mor - row we’ll be . so - • ber 

r^r f I ^ L, . 1, t, I d . d ' ll 





The man who diinketh small beer, 
And goes to bed quite sober. 
Fades as the leaves do fade. 

That drop off in October. 

For to-night, etc 

The man who dnnketh strong beer. 
And goes to bed quite mellow. 
Lives as he aught to live. 

And dies a jolly good fellow. 

For to-mght, etc 

But he who drinks just what he likes 
And getteth half-seas over. 

Will hve until he dies perhaps. 

And then he dovm m clover. 

For to-mght, etc. 

The man who kisses a pretty girl. 
And goes and tells his mother. 
Ought to have his lips cut off. 

And never kiss another 
For to-night, etc. 


ROUND THE CORNER 

Jiotsterondy and tn march time 



y feel like to go— Round the, corner behind the oTiJnUum 

\l 1, Id ^rn I r di-%1, *d -jl, it 
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THE WRAGGLE TAGGLE GIPSIES, O 1 
Not slowly. , 



L Three gip - sies stood at the Cas - lie gate. They 
mif m I 1 I 1 f* I r4 f" I 1 m i 



sangsoliigli. they sang SO low. The lady sate m her 
I 11 il til S mim-inIsGiI mf) 



They sang so sweet, they sang so shrill, 

That fast her tears began to flow. 

And she laid down her silken gown, 

Her golden rings and all her show. 

She plucked off her high-heeled shoes, 

A-made of Spanish leather, O 

She would in the street, with her bare, bare feet j 
All out in the wind and weather, O. 

O saddle to me my milk-white steed. 

And go and fetch me my pony, O I 

That I may ride and seek mj’^ bride. 

Who IS gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O ! 

O he rode high, and he rode low. 

He rode through wood and copses too. 

Until he came to an open field. 

And there he espied his a-lady, O I 

What makes you leave your house and land ? 

Your golden treasures for to go ? 

What makes you leave your new-wedded lord. 

To follow the wraggle taggle gipsies, O ? 
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What catc I for my house and my land ? 

What care I for my treasure, O ? 

What care I for my new-wedded lord, 

I’m off with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O I 

Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed. 
With the sheet turned down so bravely, O ! 
And to-night you’ll sleep in a cold open field. 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O ! 

What care I for a goose-feather bed. 

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O ! 
For to-night I shall sleep in a cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O • 


MR. McKinley 



Mr. McKmley, he went there for fun, 

But Sholgosh he shot him with an Ivor-Johnson gun. 
For to lay him down boys, to lay him down. 


Mrs. McKinley, she hollered and she swore 
When they told her her good man wasn’t coming home 
no more. 

For to lay him down boys, to lay him down. 

Sholgosh, they took lum and put him m the electric chair. 
And shocked him so hard that they shocked off all his 
hair. 

For to lay him down boys, to lay him down. 
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BINNORIE, OR THE CRUEL SISTER 
w Sadly, but mlh strength. 
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There ^^ere twasis-ters , sat in a bp\,cr. Bin' 
KeyFiT»i|'m 1 1, 1, Im, 

— - 

iwi— 


-ters sat in a bo\,cr. Bin • i 
i, m,l s, s, 1 1 1, ~ t, j 








w* 




nor-ie, 6, Bin-nor-iCe There cam’ a knight to. 
{I 1. S. im, 5.1 1. -il. ^,U t±ir r ) 
S ( C/ion/s ) 















k 


be ihcir wooer, By the bon • ny mill-dams o’- Bin 

m r I d t l.is.l t. d } 


ii 


it 


□at 




■ nor - - 1 C „ 

(I .11 


He courted the eldest wi’ glove and ring, Binnorie, etc. 
But he lo’ed the youngest, a-boon a thing, By the, etc. 

The eldest she was vexed sair. 

And sore envied her sister fair. 


She’s ta’en her by the lily hand. 

And led her down to the river strand. 

The youngest stude upon a stane. 

The eldest cam’ and pushed her m. 

Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam. 
Until she cam’ to the miller’s dam. 

The miller’s daughter was bakmg bread. 

And gaed for water as she had need. 

Oh, father, father, draw your dam. 

There’s either a mermaid or a milk-white swan. 

The miller hasted and drew his dam. 

And there he found a drowned woman. 

A famous harper passmg by. 

The sweet pale face he chanced to spy. 
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He made a harp o* her breast boncj 
Whose sounds would melt a heart of stone 
The strings he framed of her yellow hair. 
Their notes made sad the listener. 

He brought it to her father’s ha’ 

There was the court assembled a’. 

He laid the harp upon a stane. 

And straight it began to play alane. 

“ O’ yonder sits my father the kmg. 

And yonder sits my mother, the queen.” 

“ And yonder sits my brother Hugh, 

And by him ray William, sweet and true,” 
But the last tune that the harp did play. 
Was, “ woe to my sister, false Helen ” 


ADAM BUCKHAM, O I 

March time 



Nanny carnes water. 
Tommy cobbles shoes. 
And Adam gans about, 
Geth’ring m the news. 

O Adam Buckham, etc. 



JOHN PEEL 


^ 1 .DVe -ken John Peel uith his coat so gay, D’ye. 
Kc/E^ {-m mis -s im -m m I s :s tm 




,-ken John Peel at the break of the day. D’ye . 
{| f :f Ir r .r 1 f .f .f ir ;r r I 



- sound of his horn brought me from my bed, And the 
\l S IS s im ;m I s :s ,s Im ;m .m ) 



r.cry of his hounds which he, oft -times led . 
{1 f f f ir T ,r I f .f ir : } 



, Peel’s MOW hairqi} would a -.waken the dead, or the . 
{1 d ;d jd ,a .d' .b 1 1 .1 IS f .m 



^fqx from his lair in the ,morn - ing „ 

Xl 1 ;f .r Id :t .t I r.- i«r *. il 

Yes, I ken John Peel and Ruby too ! 

Ranter and Ringwood, Bellman and True, 
From a find to a check, from a check to a view, 
From a view to a death in the mormng. 

For the sound, etc. 
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Then here’s to John Peel from my heart and soul, 
Let’s drink to his health, let’s finish the bowl. 
We’ll follow John Peel thro’ fair and thro’ foul. 

If we want a good htmt in the mormng 
For the sound, etc. 

D’ye ken John Peel with his coat so gay ? 

He hved at Troutbeck once on a day ; 

Now he has gone far, far away , 

We shall ne’er hear lus voice in the morning. 

For the soimd, etc 


SWING LOW, SWEET CHARIOT 

Intensely and rather slomly. 

0 (Chorus ) 



Comingforto carry me home 1 I look’d over Jordan, 
(Id d djdlmmrld — imls d.-l, d d } 



Coming for to carry rae home, 

Repeat chorus after second verse. , 

(Id d .d j<j ini .m.r I d^;r f-*'' « 
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GO DOWN, MOSES 
Boldly Not too fast 



Thus saith the Lord, bold Moses said. 
Let my people go ' 

If not I’ll smite your first-born dead. 
Let my people go ! 

Go down, Moses, etc. 


This world’s a wilderness of woe, 
Let my people go I 
Oh, let us on to Canaan go. 

Let my people go I 
Go down, Moses, etc. 
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iMADEMOISELLE FROM ARMENTIERES 


frt roustm march lime. 



Par-tezvDUs, Tv%o German officers crossed llie Rhine, 
{I t.-d ir sir .f r,r-,r i r ,r r 



They came to an um at the top of the rise, 
Parlez votiSy 

A famous French mn of enormous size, 

Parlez vouSi 

They saw a maiden all dimples and sighs. 
Then both together said, “ Damn her eyes ” 
Inky pinky, pailez, vous. 

Oh, landlord, have you a daughter fair, 

Parlez vous. 

Oh, landlord, have you a daughter fair, 

Parlez vous, 

Oh, landlord, have you a daughter fair. 

With My-white arm, and golden hair ? 

Inky pinky, parlez, vous. 

N B. — Other verses may be written on the blank pages at 
the end of this book. 
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I GOT A ROBE 


Triutnphantly 



Heav'n 

{I £>, d -1- - il 

I got a shoes, you got a shoes. 

All of God’s children got a shoes ; 

When I get to Heav’n goin’ to put on my shoes, 
Gom* to walk all over God’s Heav’n, 

Heav’n, Heav’n . . . etc. 

I got a harp, you got a harp, ^ 

AH of God’s children got a harp ^ 

When I get to Heav’n gom’ to play on my harp. 
Goin’ to play all over God’s Heav’n, 

Heav’n, Heav’n . . . etc. 
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a. p 


I got a song, you got a song, 

All of God’s children got a song ; 

When I get to Heav’n goin’ to smg a new song. 
Going to sing all over God’s Heav’n, 

Heav’n, Heav’n . . , etc. 


ETON BOYS 







SINNER, PLEASE, DOAN LET DIS HARVES’ PASS 
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My God is a mighty man of war (man of war), 

My God is a mighty man of war (man of war), 

My God IS a mighty man of war. 

Sinner, please, doan let dis harvcs’ pass (harves* pass). 


I’M A MAN THAT’S DONE WRONG TO MY 

PARENTS 

Scnumentally and u-ith a Cockney accent 
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THE SHAN WAN WOCHT 

QwcLtrvch tim: Very ihyibmcaUy. 


^1 






r. (Oh - - , Bonty ’s on the sea, s\\s the, 

{ s_,f I m ,d r , 1 . id_J. s; ,cl } 

m 


& 








ZMl 


HBf 


/, Shan wan woch% Oh — Boney’s on the sea, so^ s the 
V ^ r tr 5_f I m ,d ,r S| ,*!»} 

^ ^ o 



—rrrr; ;! ^ 


Shan wan wocht, Oh — , Boncy’s on the sen, let’ll be^ 
Id d id fs \ 1 t d* ,1 } 





jSS 







here the first o’ May, And the 




,m 
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,f i 
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<£t & 

Orange wil! decay, says the Shan w an wocht. And the 
{! m r ,lid_J s ,d 1 r r ir s jf 






Orange will decay, says the , Shan wan wocht 
{I m > r ,li^, s ,1. I d d id 


Oh, Boney’s on the shore. 

Says the Shan wan wocht, [mice 
Boney’s on the shore. 

Don’t you hear his cannon’s roar? 
We’ll be Orangemen no more. 

Says the Shan wan wocht. 

Oh, Boney’s on dry land, 

Says the Shan wan wocht, [mice 
Oh, Boney’s on dry land, 

He’s a sword m ev’ry hand. 

He’s a loyal Ribbon man. 

Says the Shan wan wocht. 


2X1 




O, ME TATERS 


Ai you hh tf. 



/in a lit - tic bit o* ,pa — per ^ 

{U fiSjd f jml r.- Id . II 


THE LAST LONG MILE 

Quick marJi iimc With a good stiirg 
(Solo ) 



^I2 



One day we had manccuvres on dear old Salisbury 
Plain, 

We marched and marched and marched and marched 
and marched and marched agam. 

I thought the Duke of York a fool, but he wasn’t m 
the van 

With us who marched and marched and marched and 
marched back home agam. 


Chorus* 

Oh, It’s not the pack, that you carry on your back. 
Nor the gun upon your shoulder. 

If there’s never any ham, there’s plum and apple j am 
To make you feel your limbs are growmg older. 
Oh, It’s not the camp, nor the echoes of the tramp 
That drives away your smile. 

It’s the sergeant-major’s little wager. 

To beat you on the last long mile. 
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Breezily 


THE FIRE SHIP 




O Sir you must excuse me for bemg out so late. 

For if my parents knew of it, then sad would be my 
fate. 

My father he’s a mimster, a true and honest man. 
My mother she’s a Methodist, and I do the best I can. 
She’d a dark and a rollmg eye, etc. 
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{I took her to a tavern and I treated her to wine, 
Litde did I think she belonged to the ralash kind j 
I handled her, 1 dandled her, and found to my 
surprise. 

She was nothing but a fire-ship rigged up in a disguise. 
She’d a dark and a rolling eye, etc. 


SHENANDOAIi 

rvtthgr<.ai lonpng 



Oh Shenandoah, I love your daughter ^ 
Oh Shenandoah, I love your daughter | 


’Tis seven long years since last I see thee. 
’Tis seven long years smee last T see thee. 

Oh Shenandoah, I took a notion 
To sail across the stormy ocean. 


Oh Shenandoah, I’m bound to leave you. 
Oh Shenandoah, I’ll not deceive you. 
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THE EASTER HYMN 
Unset hehen Frauen Osterfreud'^) 1623 
With much elation 




bz 




- J J - ^ 


-e- 






a 


Lasst tins er- freu-en herz - hch sehr ' Ma - n- a 
Come, let our songs ofglad- ness rise' Ma-ry no 
yE'’l d d rim d m fls-ldd r 












sey/2;fimcfOTz«tmcftc me/'r fe- 

/ Ion - ger weeps and sighs, Hal-le - 3 lu - la, Hal-lc- 
p {1 rn d m f I s . ci' t ubqs*^^ s d' t 




} 












■V 


=F 


/u-ja Ver - schzoim-dcn al- le Ne - bcl 

, lu - la For , gloom and cloud have passed a- 
n {I 1 s d’ 1 d- s s f m f 








V - j 




seirii Jetzt schetnt dei he --be — Son-ncn-schcin^Al^lc 

9 rway, Now shines the blcss-ed . Iightofday, HaNle 
(ybgv{l s d‘ Id s & fl(b?om f s .f m 




5 e: 


} 


ii 
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-/h - jcZj Al - le III -ja, Al - le hi -ja, Al-le - 

,-lu-ia, Hal-le , lu-ia, Hal-le, lu-ia, Hal -le « 
P .{I r -d f m I r d’ d' t 1 I s’ d’ t '' } 








,- hi -ja, Al-le - hi - - ja 
7,lu-ia, Hal-le lu- - ,ia, 

I'l = f "'W 


Atis Semen Wunden fliessen hier, 

Funf Freuden-See, tunf Freuden-Meer, Alleluja, etc. 
Und uber dich die Freuden giess. 

Dir m dein Herz der Freuden Fluss. 

Dein Herz jetzund in Fieuden schwimratj 
Je mehr und mehr die Freud’ zunimmt, 

Ach Frau, vergiss nur unser mcht, 

Und teil’ rms auch die Freuden mit. 
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See from tbe wounds of thy dear Son 
Five healing streams of gladness run 
The flowing tide thy grief shall still. 

Thy heart with floods of gladness fill. 

Now thy glad heart with joy o’erflows. 
Now more and more thy gladness grows, 
O, Mary, keep us in thy care. 

And let us all thy gladness share. 


MY AUk^T 

March time 



'£m 



— — — — - 

irmiSShi 

Stil! 

B 

MR 


ss 

ss 
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,, r-h tM\ , aunt she died n 
{ .< 1-1 1 


im 


month a - go, and , left me all her , 
I m d il, t, I d d id .m } 


t/ , ^ 



217 




THE TREES THEY DO GROW HIGH 

Very sadly and not too fast 



/.leaves they do grow , Creen, And,. many a cold , 
\l r*— f im - r I 1, - I , t, I d d-id d.— J 

. f * 



" Oh fathetj dearest father, you’ve done to me much 
harm 

You’ve tied me to a boy when you know he is too young ” 
‘‘ Oh daughter, dearest daughter, if you’ll wait a little 
A ladv you shall be whilst he’s growmg ” [while, 
Growmg, growmg, a lady, etc 

“ I’ll send your love to college all for a year or two. 

And then m the meantime he will do for you ; 

2X8 


I’ll buy him white ribbonsj tie them round his bonny 
To let the ladies know that he’s married.” [waist. 
Married, married, to let, etc. 

At tlie age of sixteen he was a married man. 

At tlie age of seventeen he \tas father to a son. 

At the age of cigliteen the grass grew over him. 

Cruel death soon put an end to his growing, 

Growing, growing, cruel death, etc. 

" And now my love is dead, and m his grave doth he. 

The green grass grows over him so very very high, 

I’ll Sit and mourn his fate until the day I die. 

And ril watch all over Lis child, wlulst he’s growing,” 
Growing, growang, and I’ll, etc. 


SONG OF THE HAULERS ON THE VOLGA 
Slo^Jy aiid h.avdy 












£ 




Pult a\\ay lads, Pull la^s, A long stiong pull 
vs m I im s m I im d* it jd't 1 } 



IfZ 




-ail logsthcr, .Pull avay lads, Puli a\\a> lads, • 
\ls m 1 im 1 m 1 im i s m 1 jm ) 

\Ftrw] ^ 


X \rine\ ^ 

* u^ s j*^ * * “" “i — ^ ^ 


, A long strong poH , “’1 ‘ogc']j - er , Now the hca - vy 
{is d‘ it ,d t 1 is m i im lis— sisr mrj 


^ 




3£ 


±:£z 


.timber mo^cs, , Now thchca-vy timber moves, 
id sim is-sisfmrldsim* J 




f* i-^r: 







i 



— 1 


— 


S-. 


5 
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Ih;:; “ ’ " " -d 

is 



TiV , „■ ■ .. — 


,all together RipcatiothedoiiblehargcuwsgraduaUysoSter 

{U m I im 1l 
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MRS. DYER, THE BABY FARMER 



Chorus. 


The old baby farmer, the wretched Mrs. Dyer 
At the Old Bailey her wages is paid 
In times long ago we’d ha’ made a big fyer 
And roasted so ntcely that wicked old jade. 

It seems rather hard to run down a woman. 

But this one was hardly a woman at all ; 

To get a fine hvin’ in a way so unhuman, 

Crossin’ (carousmg?) in luxury on poor girls’ downfall. 

— Chorus. 

Poor girls who fall from tlie straight path of virtue. 
What could they do with a child in their arms > 

The fault they committed they could not undo. 

So the baby was sent to the cruel baby farms . — Choi us 
To all these sad crimes there must be an ending. 
Secrets like these for ever can’t last. 

Say as you like, there is no defending 

The ’orrible tales we have heard m the past. — Chorus. 
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Wbat did she think as she stood on the gallows, 

Poor little victims in front of her eyes ? 

Her heart if she ’ad one must have been callous, 

The rope round her neck — how qmckly time flies f 
Chorus. 

Down through the trap-door quickly disappearmg. 
The old baby farmer to etermty ’ome. 

The sound of her own death bell she was ’earmg. 
Maybe she was sent to the cruel baby farm. 

Chorus, 


I’M SEVENTEEN COME SUNDAY 
Fairly fast 

{Solo ) 





£ 




, As , I walk’d out one . May 
Key ( a 1 d m i s m I f 


morn • mg, One 
1 i s s 





?e: 




. May morning so ear - - ly, I 
{I d .m IS .s I d* ^-is S 


•tr - 


ov - er - took a 
Id' d* id' S 

{ Cfion/sJ 




3 




hand-some maid, Just asthesunwas 
F 1 IS m I f 1 IS m I 


ris-mg,Withmy 
r-icf d r 














rum dum da. fal de iid 
m s I m -I s F m 


•die a, Oh — 
r I d d m 








right fall lal did - die - i - do 
s SIS m dlr-td 


Where are you gomg, my sweet pretty maid. 
Where are you going, my honey ? ” 

She answered me right cheerfully, 

“ With an errand for my mammy.” 

With my rum dum da, etc. 
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“ Will you take a man, my sv/cct pretty maid, 
Will you take a man, my honey ? ’* 

She answered me right cheerfully, 

“ I dare not, for my mammy ” 

With my rum dum da, etc. 

“ How old are you, my sweet pretty maid. 
How old are you, my honey ? ” 

She answered me right cheerfully, 

“ I’m seventeen come Sunday ” 

With my rum dum da, etc. 

“Will you come to my mammy’s house. 
When the moon shines bright and clearly. 
And I’ll come down and let you in. 

And my mammy shall not hear me.” 

With my rum dum da, etc. 


AT THE HALT, ON THE LEFT 


Qinck march time 
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WIDDICOMBE FAIR 


tnV; potut 



And when shall I see again my grey mare ? 
By Friday soon or Saturday noon, etc. 

Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc. 


Then Fnday came and Saturday noon, 

Tom Pearce’s old mare hath not trotted home. 
Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc 


So Tom Pearce he got up to the top of the hill. 
And he see’d his old mare a-making her will — 
Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc 
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So Tom Pearce’s old mare her took sick and died, 
And Tom he sat down on a stone and he cried 
Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc. 

But this isn’t the end of this shocking affair. 

Nor, tho’ they be dead, of the horrid career, 

Of Bill Brewer, etc. 

When the wind whistles cold on the moor of a night, 
Tom Pearce’s old mare doth appear ghashly white— 
Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc. 

And all the night long be heard skirlmg and groans 
From Tom Pearce’s old mare m her ratthng bones — 
Wi’ Bill Brewer, etc. 


THE BELLS OF HELL 


Sincerely 



me the Angels sing -a -ling- a -ling, They’ve , 
u f S ft* 15, S, S| 5| ♦T j 



gra\ e thy \ The fcells of Hdl go ting a ling a ling For 

{\ t, d r mir fc I $ s 5 Tlimnm'mmd 



^ you and not for me ii 

{if r r tjf d. - II 
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THE RIO GRANDE 


With spirit At moderate spcid 



Now you Bowery ladies, we’d have you to know, 
O, you Rio ! 

We’re bound to the Southward, O Lord, let us go I 
For we’re bound for the Rio Grande. 

Then away love, etc. 

So it’s pack up your donkey and get under way. 
The girls we arc leaving can take our half-pay. 

For we’re bound, etc 

And good-bye, fare you well, all you ladies of town. 
We’ve left you enough for to buy a silk gown 
For we’re bound, etc 


I 
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ALL THROtTGH THE' NIGHT 


Slowly and religiously^ 



All through the , night , , Dark the path that , 

{I 1, - It, - t, i cf-i- ! d - .t. I 1, d \ 



Star of Faith the dark adorning 
All through the night » 

Leads us fearless tov/ard the morning 
All through the night 
Though our hearts be wrapt m sorrow 
From the hope of dawn we borrow 
Promise of a glad to-morrow 
All through the night. 
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0 GOOD ALE, THOU ART MY DARLING 

With hearty humour 



he may thank you and me for that, For’tis 

II rn If m rlmrdlr d t, I 



night and morning 
Id t 1 d 1 II 

The brewer brew’d thee in his pan. 

The tapster draws thee in his can. 

Now I with thee will play my part, 

And lodge thee next unto my heart. 

For ’tis O, etc. 

Thou oft hast made my friends my foes. 
And often made me pawn my clothes ; 
But smee thou art so nigh my nose. 
Come up, my friend — and down he goes 
For ’tis O, etc 
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CHICKA-HANKA 

At a moderate pace 
(Solo)_ T> _ 



Chicka-hanka, chicka- . 
1^1 



f, banka, chicka- banka, cbicka- , banka 
1, 1. 1 1. 1, i; 1 ,1, 1 1. ,1. 
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. Chicka- hanka, chicka- hanka . , 

.{1 j 1. 1. 1. 1 1. I 1, 1. I ! . } 



Chicka-hanka, cbitka - hanka, chicka Iianka 
t .1 .1, .1 1 . 3 . I I ,1 1. 1 1 .1. II 


OWD JOE BRADDLES 


^ Bucohcally 



, ^ , Num - her One, Num - ber One, Some likes 

Key C{im fis im fis il l} 



f cake and some likes , bun Rum turn tad -dies OwdJoe 
ils sif -f Im id die r— idd{ 



-.Brad - dies Eh ! what coun - try folk be we 
{I 0 r- i m .f Is f im r 1 d - II 


Number Two, Number Two 
They all likes me and some likes you. 
Rum turn taddlesj etc 

Number Three, Number Three 
Some likes you but they all like me. 
Rum turn taddles, etc. 

Number Four, Number Four 
Some likes a gate but I lil<e a door. 
Rum turn taddles, etc 
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Number Fivcj Number Five 
Some likes ’em dead but I likes ’em bve. 
Rum turn taddles, etc. 

Number Six, Number Six 
Some likes posts but I likes sticks. 

Rum turn taddlesj etc. 

Number Seven, Number Seven 
Is just the same as Number Eleven. 
Rum turn taddles, etc 

Number Eight, Number Eight 
I lilce a door but some likes a gate. 

Rum turn taddles, etc. 

Number Nme, Number Nme 
Some likes ale but I likes wme. 

Rum turn taddles, etc 

Number Ten, Number Ten 
Some likes a cock but I likes a ’en. 
Rum turn taddles, etc. 

Number Eleven, Number Eleven 
Is just the same as Number Seven. 
Rum turn taddles, etc. 


SIR EGLAMORE 
Quickly and with humour. 



5 


s: 


“T < ?" ■ <^0 1 1— — 

f Sir , Eg - la - more, that , valiant knight, , Fa, la, , 
KcvG (.dl g, :t. ‘d I ri-.t, 
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lanky downdiily. He , took up his sword and he , 
I S.-.S id id ;d I d ;i; il, tt, sd J 




.went for to fight, ,Fa la lanky down diUyv®4nd , 
u r ir :t, is,x-lm -'tf.-.H&j-.s ;m id.d :d | 




There starts a huge dragon out of his den, fa, la, etc. 
Which had killed I know not hov/ many men, fa, la, etc. 
But when he see Sir Eglamore, 

If you’d but heard how that dragon did roar, fa, la, etc. 


This dragon had a plaguey hard hide. 
Which could the strongest steel abide , 
But as the dragon yawning did fall. 

He thrust his sword doum lult and all 

The dragon laid him down and roared. 
The knight was sorry for his sword , 
The sword it was a right good blade. 
As ever Turk or Spamard made. 


When all was done to the ale-house he went. 

And presently his tuppence was spent ; 

He was so hot with fightmg the dragon. 

And nought could quench his thirst but a flagon. 

Well now let us pray for the King and the Queen, 
And eke in London that may be seen. 

As many kmghts and as many more. 

And all as good as Sir Eglamore 
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IDEO GLORIA IN EXCELSIS 


Wtth fewouK^ 



children sing To the Son, Christ our King, 
(Ife sim-1 r mi3-l r m id — ) 



Born on earth to save us , Him the Father gave us, 

1 1, it, a.l-I.-il-l t. d ir •s.il.-ii-i 



His the doom, ours the mirth. 

When He came down to earth 

Bethlehem saw His birth j 

Ox and ass beside Him 

From the cold would hide Ebm — I-de-o, etc 

God’s bright star, o’er His head. 

Wise men three to Him led 
Kneel they low by His bed. 

Lay their gifts before Him, 

Praise Him and adore Him. — I-de-o^ etc. 

On this day angels smg , 

With their song earth shall ring 
Praising Christ, Heaven’s King, 

Born on earth to save us , 

Peace and love He gave us —I-de-o, etc. 
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ALLELUIA, I'M A BUM 


Veiy fiDisify> 



L : 1 


1 t 


^V_ J 


.... 1:^ 

— n 

[_ _ . j 





J i 

1 

L . j 

f- 'T ^ 

■ " — '"in!'” 


Inbrza^ 




! IM 




I A Iti - d> came out nhcn I knocked at the. 
Kojp || 5 , l(i d. d. [ d-dr! m mmj 


— p — : — 

rcT 1 

— ■i-i 

A K 

LJ — nb fJi 




jaS 1 / -<0 

^ 




— ji? • 

l ALU ■_ , . - i J — j 






door ‘'\ou’II get no - thing heie, for I've , 

|lm -'dmjs 5 sit s m.| 
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_ 




— 

A ^ _ J 

... . 






^ — 

^ - j 

J 
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f' 





. y ... 


1 




<;ccn jou be - fore,” AI - le - lu-ia, I'm a, 
r r (r — -sslts mr} 


rpn r- — — - — -r 





[ 5 ^ .. A J - i 


1 fVv / 1 _ r _ ^ . 



. -- — - — 1 - - 






bum, bum, A!-lc- !u - la, bum a - gam, Al - le . 
{i d d^ s I t s m m I r - s s j 



t 


— 

— r 

^ -J 

w T — 1 \r\ t. \ 

rr 7 vr»n r _ ^ _ 





i . ^ r~ 1 

rr^p — J 1 — 




J JTg . 1 


111 - la give us a hand-out to re - vne us a - gam ^ 
{it.s TTimrld dmml'fTnrld,- -li 


Oh why don’t you work as the other fellows do ? ” 

“ How the hell can I work when there’s no work to do ?” 
Alleluia, etc 

“ Oh why don’t you pray for your daily bread ? ” 

“ If that’s all I did I would damn soon be dead.” 
Alleluia, etc. 

“ Oh I love my boss, he's a good friend of mine. 

And that’s why I am starvmg out on the bread line ” 
Alleluia, etc. 

M B — A "bum ” IS a migratory worker who picks up a 
living by wearing out his knuckles hammering at farmstead 
doors beseeching the flinty-hear ted farmers to supply him with 
the necessaries of life in the form of a "hand-out ” 

I* 
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CAN’T YOU DANCE THE POLKA ’ 

Lively 
n \Solo] 



'■ ,Q you, New York girls, .can’t you dance the , Polka ?,. 
ld,-i-slt 1 ri .-1 s -sif .t, I r di II 


To Tiffany’s I took hetj 
I did not mind expense , 

I bought her two gold earrings. 

They cost me fifty cents. 

And away, etc. 

Says she, “ You hme-juice sailor. 

Now see me home my way.” 

But when we reached her cottage door 
She imto me did say — 

And away, etc. 

“ My flash man — he’s a Yankee, 

With his hair cut short behind ; 

He wears a tarry jumper 
And he sails on the Black-Ball Ime.” 
And away, etc 
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S/ETERJENTENS SONDAG 


SfoKfy and sadly (O^e Bull) 



r, spring's return Can , \iclcl me noclu but sorrow I 
d m II - t It S,mid T jt, I S, d>- mj 



Fain, fam would I my griefs impair, 

Yet dare na for your anger , 

But secret love will break my heart. 

If I conceal it langei. 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love anithcr. 

When yon green leaves fa’ frae the tree. 
Around my grave they’ll wither. 

Robert Burns. 
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QUELLE EST CETTE ODEUR AGREABLE 

Fe^r!y pachly 




1 -I t— 






HH ■■■■nHBHi HMB j 






LL_fJ 


zh-c^ 


' Quelle estcette o-dcur ogre -a-- blc Bergers qui 

Key D{lrn mrld-sid'-sl 1 m f I s d .r } 



rMmmimmmwmmrnwnimmmmm 

1 HHHnHHB HH mHHV 1 SI IHV 






, ra - vit tous . Ecna? , S’e-r - ha - lo “t • il ricn 
{Im - s 1 m d - d' d' t FI - - s ] 











, do eem - blo'blc, Aumi-lieu des fleura 
{Jd' 1— Is-3l mm rl d,-r f 



f A Bethleem, dans nne creche 
^ II vient de vous naitre un sauveur j 
"'lAllonSj que nen ne vous empeche 
i ’adorer votre Redempteur. 

' f A Bethleenij dans une creche 

de vous naitre un sauveur. 

(Note — If the smaller alternative notes aie sung, this be- 
comes the melody to which the following words are sung in 
“ The Beggar’s Opera ”) 


Fill every glass, for wme inspires us 
And fires us with courage, love and joy! 
Women and wine should life employ ; 

Is there ought else on earth desuous ? 
Fill every glass, for wine inspires us 
And fires us with courage, love and joy 1 
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FRAGMENT 

Aduscdly 


j 



landlady’s daughter, then you annol have a second piece of 
{I r s, s, I s, s, d r 1 m s m d I r f r C, j 
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MARISHKA 


Rather slat />' atJ passtc^auh' 



one dc 'Sii^, lobe thint. o\%n Repeatfrortda iPebar 

{I rrijS - dlfmrid -llDS 


The sunlightj the inoonlightj 
I laiow not in thy sight i 
The day and the dark night 
Lie within thine eyes bright. 
Day I have none, 

Night IS all oncj 
I ha%’c but dice ; 

If false thou be 
Tell me nowj 
And set me free ; 

Day I have none. 

Night IS all one. 

For love of thee ; 

If false thou be. 

Tell me now. 

And set me free. 
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THE OLD AiAN THAT LIVED NEAR HELL 
Loud and lively. 









I There was an old men who hved near HoU, 
Key D { S I d d’ d’ tlj s 1 1 - 1 .S - -} 



K ^ 


T? "■» 

^And with him a scolding old woman did 
{id dit 1^11 - ' dl d ddlrrrirrr) 






M 


.Kt^, II VJ„U „ Tn -n -or. ^ ^ ^ 


clvvtl!, With a fa ra ra ran 
\lnri - -t- r r 1 d d r im ta na rcc o 

- 1 J 1 .-S,.S,- II 


The devil came to him one day at the plough, 

“ Its one of your family I do want now.” 

“ It im’t your son that I do crave. 

But It IS your oul’ wife, its her I maun ha’e ” 

“ Tald her awa’ wi all ma guid hert. 

Hoping that you and her never will part.” 

He hoisted her up on the otd* de’ils back. 

And like a bold pedlar he earned his pack. 

Its when they came vmto Hell’s door. 

He then threw her down with a clash on the floor 

There were seven de’ils there tied up wi’ chains. 

She lifted her crutch and she Imockcd out their brains. 

There were three dc’ils more holdin’ up the wall, 

“ Tak' her awa’ she will kill us all 

" She’s not fit for heaven an’ Ka^rther for Hell, 

We must build her house, she maun live by her sel’ ” 

“ And on her dresser, she maun have some delf , 

If you want any more, you maun sing it yourself I ” 
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THE THREE GROWS 


All together. 



all flapped their inngs and cried, Caw, Caw, Caw , — 
jl m .r % ,r id _,d * t, I UmitaiL Crow?) } 


jr 

, B 1 lly Magee Magar, A.nd they 
1. ,1. 1. ,1. 11 d ,r } 



> -Billy Magee Magar - - 
,1. il, — 
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Said one old crow unto Ins mate, 

“ What shall we do for our grub to ate ? ” 

“ There lies a horse on yonder plam. 

Whose by some cruel butcher slain.” 

“ We’ll perch ourselves on his backbone, « 
And pick his eyes out one by one.” 

“ The meat we’ll eat before it’s stale. 

Till nought remain but bones and tail.” 


FRANKIE AND JOHI^NIE 



dol-lars for that girl a suit of clothes He was her 
{id* did llssiS mid mimm) 


mlmnrl'mm 





1 — — — < 

Tr?tSS 







-.man But he done her wrong 
{1 r -1 1 s s il si d -1 II 


Frankie went to the beer-shop, she ordered a bottle of beer. 
She said, "Now, Mr Bar-tender-man, have you seen my 
Johimie here ? 

He was my man — but he done me wrong ! ” 
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The Bar-tcndcr said, “ Frankie, I can’t tell you no he j 
Your Johnnie %\as here an hour ago, with a girl called Alice 
Fly . 

She’s pinched your man— ivho done jou wrong ! ” 

Franlsic went to the pat’.n-shop — she didn’t go there for 
, fun — 

When she came out of that pawn-shop, she Ind n great, big, 
wonderful gun 

To shoot that man — who done her wrong ! 


Frankie v/ent to the Dance-hall, she rang the Dance-hall 
bell. 

She said, “ Clear out, you people, I’m going to b’ow this 
man to hell 

For he tvas my man — and he done me wrong ! ” 


Frankie shot Johnnie the first time , Frankie shot Johnnie 
twice ; 

Frankie shot Johnnie tlic third time, and she took that 
gambler’s life 

He was her man — but he done her wrong • 

“ Oh 1 Roll me over easy, roll me o\ cr slow, 

That bullet in my poor left side it sure does hurt me so — 

I was her man — but I done her wrong 1 ” 

Bring out your hundrcd-dollar coffin, bring out your rubber 
tyred hack 

To take poor Johnnie to the cemetery, never for to bring 
him back 

He was her man — but he done her wrong * 


Now, the moral of this story is very plam to all — 

Be caieful you young ladies or you sure will have a fall . 
Just VMteh these men — or they’ll do you wrong 1 • ! 
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MISS BAILEY 



WAwm 

itM 

v^rji 


_ ^ A captain bold in Hah - fax that dwell in country , 

KcyG {slmdddiddddird t, dM 





245 




Raucously 

(Solo) 


SPANISH LADIES 
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Wc hove our ship too, with the wind at sou’west, boys, 
Wc hove our ship for to strike soundings clear , 

Then filled the mam topsail and bore right away, boys. 
And straight up the Channel our course we did steer. 

Wc’Il rant and we’ll roar, etc. 

The first land we made was a pomt called the Dodman, 
Next Ramc Head off Plymouth, Start, Portland and 
Wight, 

We sailed then by Bcachy, by Fairlee and Dung’ness, 
Then bore straight away for the South Foreland Light. 

The signal was made for the Grand Fleet to anchor. 

We dewed up our topsails, stuck out tacks and sheets. 

We stood by our stoppers, we brailed m our spanker. 

And anchored ahead of the noblest of fleets. 

Then let every man here toss off a full bumper. 

Then let every man here toss off his full bowl. 

For we will b% jolly and drown melancholy. 

With a health to each jovial and true-hearted soul. 


THE JONES BOYS 



With point, 
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Rollicking 
(Solo ) 


A-ROVING 





more 
I m 


a-, ro--ving with you fair, maid . 
f I S d' il " :f I nl"- ir -I d -i-ll 


I took this fair maid for a wallc 
(Bless you young women) 

I took this fair maid for a walk 
(O, mmd what I do say) 
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I took this faiif maid for a walk 
And we had such a loving talk. 

I’ll go no more a-rovmg with you fair maid. 

Chorus. 

And didn’t I tell her stones too, etc. 

Of the gold we found m Timbuctoo, etc. 

But when we’d spent my blooming screw, etc. 
She cut her stick and vamshed too, etc 


LILLIBURLERO 


In rousing march time 







(Chonts > 


Dat wc shall have a new de-pu tic, Lilli-bur-Ier-o 
KevD {Id r d im-mlr mrif-^lmsdif-m) 
^ (Solo) 
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HERE IS JOY FOR EV’RY AGE 
Joysiisly. 
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Here is loy for ev’-ry age Ev’-ry gen-er- 
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When the world drew near its close 
Came our Lord and Leader . 
From the hly sprang the rose. 
From the bush the cedar ; 

From the bush the cedar. 

From the judg’d the pleader. 

From the famt the feeder; 
AUeluya. 


God, that came on earth this morn. 
In a manger lymg. 

Hallow’d birth by bemg born, 
Vanqmsh’d death by dymg ; 
Vanquish’d death by dymg. 

Rallied back the flying. 

Ended sm and sighmg ; 

AUeluya. 
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^ fain >\ad I nsc and nn, If I thocht I wnd meet my 
-{td' d t I 1 ,S m .m,rnl 1 C d* ,t ] 

C' (C/wrus) 



, deanc , A\c waukm^ , 0 1 
{I 1 .s 1 S m ,r I d ~ 


Spring’s a pleasant tunc. 

Flowers of ev’ry colour. 

The water rms o’er the heugh. 

And I long for my lover. 

Aye waukm’ O ’ etc. 

When I sleep I dream. 

When I wauk I’m eerie j 
Sleep I can get nane 
For thinking on my dearie, 

Lanely mght comes on, 

A’ the lave are sleepm’, 

I think on my true love. 

And I bleer my een wi’ greetin’. 

Robert Burns. 
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SUMER IS ICUMEN IN 


(CAt nfuHy ) Fo'ina for three trfoui rnixtd meet orA nto hssset 












* The ztJd, ^rd and 4th voices entu in turn, token the 
picvious part has i cached the beginwng of the third bar 


I WISH I WERE 

As if you really ivcrc 
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I wish I were a 
Rhmoscereeacus 

And could wear an ivory toothpick in my nose. 
But, oh • lam not, 

(Alas ! I cannot be) 

A Rhinoscori- 
Rhmoscereeacus . 

But I’m a beetle 

And I’m a pumpldn-bug, 

I can buzz and bang my head against the wall. 

I wish I were a 
Hippopopotamus 

And could swim the Tigris and the broad Ganges. 
But, oh 1 I am not, 

(Alas I I cannot be) 

A hippopdpo- 
Hippopopotamus. 

But I’m a grasshopper 
And I’m a katydid, 

I can play the fiddle with my left hmd-leg. 

I wish I were a 
Levilevi'athan 

And had seven hundred knucldes m my spine. 
But, oh I I am not, 

(Alas ! I carmot be) 

A Levi-ikey- 
A Levi-ikey-mo, 

But I’m a firefly 

And I’m a lightning-bug, 

I can hght cheroots and gaspers with ray tail. 

{And so ad infinitum.) 
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PLAY! 



^^Playr^ 

Any Umpire. 



PLAY! 


YOU and r and our friends are gathered together 
after supper in the House where we happen to be 
spending the Week-end Our Names are Alice, 
LAURAjFERDINAND, CYNTHIA, ROBERT, 
LUCIAN, DORCAS, JEREMY, GEORGE, 
HAMBLETON, and JOHN HAMBLETON 
IS a Man Most of us are smoking, Laura is wist- 
fully hut vainly shuffling a pack of cards, G E o r g E 
IS scribbling furiously, and JOHN is committing an 
occasional sentence to paper, one of us is still 
sulking over that disputed Point in Rounders which 
upset us all just aftei Tea 

CYNTHIA {Who hates Tensions) • Let’s play something. 
JEREMY. Yes, do let’s 

LUCIAN : It’s all jolly well to say Let’s We’ll never 
agree what 

HAMBLETON What a wet blanket you are, Lucian I 
I’m ready for Simply Anj'thing ' Somebody suggest 
something 

LAURA There’s a ratlier nice game called 
SUGGESTIONS 

We just sit as we are, and I say somethmg I’m thinkmg of, 
like “ Cards,” and Ferdmand says whatever it suggests to 
him, like “ Patience,” and Cynthia says what that suggests 
to her, like “ Monument,” and then Robert might suggest 
“ R I P ” or “ Nelson,” and Lucian might say “ Winkle ” 

—or " Keys ” 

LUCIAN I wouldn’t. 

LAURA Well, we go on like that tiU we’ve done enough, 
and then we begin to unwmd the cham of suggestions 
backwards, saying in turns What was suggested by What, 
and anyone who makes a slip or gets stuck, loses a life j 
and anyone who loses two, or three hves, as agreed on, is 
dead And at the end you see who’s left ahve. 


K 
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HAMBLETON How Perfectly Splendid ! But if 
we’re only going to sit and talk, let’s try a 

FREE ASSOCIATION TEAM-RACE 
It’s based on Psycbo-AnalysiSj you know^ wdiich is always 
jolly. Two Captains pick up sides, which hne up face to 
face, and there’s a Timekeeper-Scortr-Rcferec who says 
Go ' Then the Captain of the side in talks as fast as he 
can about anything or nothing, while the Referee counts the 
words he can talk sentences, ot any jumble of discon- 
nected words he pleases (that’s where the Free Association 
comes m, and tlie Psycho-Analysis, because you’re always 
revealing your Inner Life by saymg things like “ post- 
prandial flower-pot puff ! ” you Imow), but he mustn’t 
take one word and stick to it, like “ mc-me-me-me-me • ” 
As soon as his flow stops (and it mil, because of some 
Inlubition, you know), the next in lus team takes it up 
until he sticks , and so on, down the Ime, and round again 
if necessary, until the Referee calls Time ’ — tv’hich is 
anything previously arranged, from two to five mmutes. 
Then the other side goes in ; you can have any number of 
innings you hke, and wluchever side says most words 
wins 

FERDINAND. And at the end all our Complexes have 
been given away A dangerous game, my dear Ham I 
prefer 

THE ANIMAL AND STICK GAME 
Two sides, face to face, like yours, but no Referee. Each 
Captain has a stick A member of one side calls the 
name of any ammal, bird, fish, or msect, begi nnin g with 
A, and his Captam instantly begms to count lo aloud 
(not too fast), thumpmg the floor with his stick at each 
count Before he reaches lo, some member of the 
opposmg side must retaliate with anotlier creature bcgin- 
nmg with A, on which the second Captam begins to count 
and thump, while the first side thinks of a new beast 
Captams are allowed to call like the rest, but if two 
members of a side call out different names together, the 
opposing side may instantly bag the second name given 
When one team wms, because the other has run out of 
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A’Sj It may choose a member of the losmg team and add 
him to their number. The second bout begins with B, 
and the game continues through the alphabet, unul all of 
one side has been absorbed by the other No penalty is 
incurred for Fake Names of animals, and if, when stumped 
for an N, you can brmg off “ Nicaragua ” unchallenged, 
j^ou may , but on the whole these should not be indulged 
in too often, and, once disproved, the Opposing Captam 
takes up the count where the bluff interrupted it. 
DORCAS. Might not this game also be played with 
the names of Flowers, or Towns, or Famous People, as 
well as Animals ^ 

FERDINAND {kindly) Yes, Dorcas, it might. 
DORCAS All these can be played as Paper-Games, too 
— I like nice quiet Paper-Games. When you play 

FAMOUS PEOPLE ON PAPER 
you have tv/o or three mmutes for writmg as many Famous 
People, or Flowers, or Things in the Room, or whatever 
you like, beginnmg with a certain letter, and you read 
them out m turn and score marks , if ten people are 
playing, nobody scores for a name everybody has thought 
of, but if 9 people have it you each score i, and if 8 people, 
they each score 2, and so on Or else there’s 

CONSEQUENCES 

HAMBLETON. So there is, by Jove ’ But if we 
must play a Paper Game, 

BOOK REVIEWS 

is better It’s played like Consequences, but first you 
invent the Title of a Book — say “ Crimson Nights ” — 
turn down, and pass on 5 on the paper you receive you 
write a sub-title, say, “ Or 366 Ways of Cookmg Lentils ” , 
roimd three is the Author’s name, real or imaginary, 
round four a brief extract from the book, poetry or prose , 
round five another extract (for contrast) , six, extract from 
a review of the book ; seven, name of Journal the review 
comes from , eight, extract from another review Tcontrast 
agam !) ; nme, and last, name of Journal. 



play! 

FERDINAND* Not bad for a round or two. No Paper 
Game should be allov.’cd to pall. It’s their chief 
danger. 


REDUCED ANECDOTES 

makes a variation Each player writes some anecdote, or 
incident, in 8o words, and passes it on j he cuts down the 
anecdote he receives to 40 words, writing it out below the 
first one, leaving any sort of sense he can make without 
changing the order of the words or introducing any new 
ones, after the pass, this is reduced to 20, then to 10, 
finally to 5 The anecdotes arc passed once more, and the 
result read aloud, from top to bottom j or vice versa 
Papers should be folded so that the players only sec tlic 
Imcs they are to reduce. 

LAURA. Poetry is so much nicer than Prose, don’t 
you thmk ? Why not play 

BOUTS-RIMES ? 

Give the ihyme-endmgs of a poem, and let everyone fit a 
verse to them m a given time , or else 

COMBINATION VERSES 
filing a meter and rhyme-scheme, and passing the papers 
like in Consequences, with the last hne but one hidden , or 

LIMERICKS 

on given places or people ; or 

« CLERIHEWS ” 

on your personal friends, with mce slack metres and 
sly pomts like 

“ Sir Cliristopher Wren 
Was gomg to dine with some men. 

He said, ‘ If anybody calls. 

Say I’m designing Saint Paul’s ’ ” 

— you remember ? 

HAMBLBTON Qiuniedly, while she pauses for breath) .* 
For a Personal Game you can’t beat 
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PERSONAL ANALOGIES 
You write the names of those present perpendicularly 
down your paper, and each m turn chooses a subject — a 
Colour, Food, Drink, Street, Material, etc. — ^which are 
written horizontally across the top. Then everybody sets 
to and writes against each person’s name the nearest 
analogy he can think of m the different subjects They’re 
read out afterwards, and no one need explam why he 
thinks you arc Scarlet or Putty-Coloured, or like Suet- 
Puddmg or Pechc Melba, or Bond Street or the City 
Road It’s a good way of paying compliments and old 
scores, you sec 

DORCAS. I shouldn’t like it at all I can’t think of 
things out of my own head. But I know a brand new game 
that’s much easier, called 

QUALITIES 

You make a list of qualities, good, bad and indifferent 
There’s one at the end of the “ Week-End Book ” (j)tcks 
n up and exhibits page 354) You see, these pages are ruled 
out ready to play on. You draw lots, decide who shall be 
the subject and he has to give himself marks for each quality 
and then pass the book on to the rest of us m turn to mark 
him Supposing it were Hambleton, he would write m the 
left-hand column Hambleton on Hambleton and put his 
own markings on tlie same line under each quahty , then 
there would be Cynthia on Hambleton on the next Ime, and 
so on. And when w'e had all fimshed with him, he would 
have to read out the verdicts and if you like even work 
out his average for each quahty Or else we could play it 
two by tv/o, each marking lumself and the other player. 
LUCIAN: That’s a chic “ confessions book,” but it’s not 
a game, 

CYNTHIA (firmly removing the “ Week-End Book ”) ; 
Anyhow I propose to keep my copy for collecting people’s 
opmions of me 

LUCIAN. "To see ourselves as others see us ? ” I 
wouldn’t have it at a “ giftie ” ! 

HAMBLETON (with point) . When I mark you 

FERDINAND* Pax » 
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j E RE lAY (diffidently pi odticing a second copy) • Dorcas 

DORCAS. Ohj do let’s • 

j E R E 7vi Y It’ll be quieter m the dining-room. (Exeunt ) 
LUCIAN (whistles a few bars of Mendelssohn's most well- 
known mai ch) 

FERDINAND (confiscates Hambleton’s pencil and Cynthia's 
book) . If you must play dangerous games, do it on Sunday 
evening , we don’t want to disintegrate just yet. What 
about trying a revised version of Famous People called 

WHO AM I ? 

The Scorer first writes the names of lots of very 
Famous People, and Characters in Books, and Notorious 
Recent Cirminals, and all that, on separate bits of paper, 
and has lots of pins, and a scormg-sheet with all the names 
of the other players They Ime up before him, and he 
pins a name on each one’s back and says Go * Your 
object IS to find out who you are You may rush up to 
anybody, make him look at your back, and fire off three 
questions to which the only answers are “ Yes ” and 
“ No ” • Such as “ Am I a Man ^ ” “ Am I a Myth ’ ” 
“ Am I a Foreigner ? ” When your three questions are 
answered, 3'ou must answer three of his in return , then 
you part, and grab somebody else, carrymg on your 
investigation from the information gamed You mustn’t 
ever ask more than three questions from a chap at one go 
When you know who you are you tell the Scorer, he 
replaces your old name with a new one, and scores a mark 
to you The game stops when everybody’s hoarse, or the 
Scorer runs out of names , and the one who has guessed 
himself oltenest wms If you get such a hard name that 
you’re really stumped, you may ask the Scorer for a new 
one , but you lose a mark for it 

CYNTHIA: It sounds like a Parrot-House A much 
prettier way of playmg people is 

WHO ARE THEY? 

Two of us go outside and decide who we’ll be, and return 
to hold a conversation in front of the others, always talkmg 
in character, but of course not mentioning our names 
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When you’re guessed, t\vo others go out It’s the best 
opportunity I know for bringing nice people together v/ho 
v.ould Invc liked to meet, but can’t Ilobbs and Medusa, 

jou know, or Dempsey and Little Nell 

H A M B L r T o N Topping ! But if we’ve got to have a 
Conversation Game, there’s always 

SALTED ALMONDS 

It’s called that, because it takes place between two people 
who arc supposed to meet at a dinner-table Before they 
meet, A goes outside, and B is given three statements or 
icmarks, invented by the audience, which he must engineer 
as naturally ns possible into the dinner-table conversation 
such as that he never caa remember whether it’s pro- 
nounced Bill Sylcs or Bill Seeks; and that the best cure 
for acroplane-siclmcss is equal parts of FuUci’s Eartli and 
Petroleum , and that tlie First Carpct-SIippcrs were 
worked by Lady Jane Grey for Roger Ascham Then A 
comes in, the two sit side by side, and they begin to talk 
A’s }ob is to head off B’s attempts to steer the conversation 
towards his statements, though A doesn’t Icnow what they 
arc. Tnc game ends when B makes his third statement. 
ALICE; Isn’t that a sort of acting, like 

CHARADES ’ 

Charades always make me so nervous 

CYNTHIA: Oh, I love Charades * But can you bear 

DUMB CRAMBO 

better, Dorcas ? It can be )ust as nice as Charades if you 
dress up for it, and arrange dumb-show scenes to act, 
and bring in heaps of rhymes at once, so that the audience 
must guess your words while you’re trying to guess theirs, 
I remember once, when the real word was “ Speak ” 
(v/hich of course we couldn’t), and before we’d guessed it 
we’d done Greek meetmg Greek over a Game of Bezique, 
and a Beak givmg a Freak a Week for a Tweak on the 
Cheek (of the Freak’s Wife, you Icnow), and a Teak on a 

Bleak Creek on the Mozamlsique 

HAMBLETON I Wish I’d been there > Still, if we’re 
going to act m dumb show for the Audience to guess 
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HISTORY IN PANTOMIME 
IS the T hin g ! There’s no end to what you can do— Alfred 
and the Cakes^ and the Murder of the Little PrmceSj and 
the Arrival in London of Mary Picldbrd, and the Cup- 
Finals— only p’r’aps those last two are too much alike. 
Canute’s a good one, with two of us lying flat on the floor 
m the passage under a sheet for the Sea, and surging in 
through the door to Canute’s feet 

CYNTHIA* If we are going to do any play-acting why 
not do something really worth while, such as 


DRAMATIZED BALLADS 
They make the most thrilling httle plays and any one with 
a dramatic sense can “ produce ” them {Glancing through 
the “ Week-End Book ”) Look at the “ Earl of Moray ” — 
what a marvellous love-and-hate story one could do in 
dumb show to lead up to the critical moment when it breaks 
into words * 

HAMBLETON. {looking Over her shoulder) : But 
there are so few speeches, most of it is m story form , and 
besides the scene changes too often 
CYNTHIA {getting wauned up to her riding passion) 
But you have to choose which scenes to act and desciibe 
the rest, just as in dramatized novels. And as for the 
story-teller, you can change a word or two here and there 
and split up his part between the speakmg characters or 
invent fresh ones to fill in the story. A ballad is only a 
text for a play. For mstance, m “ The Queens Marie ” 
you would have various gossips about the court, being 
friendly or unfriendly, and telling the first part of the 
story, say until Mane comes back from drownmg her 
baby, and 

ROBERT {zuho IS afraid of cynthia’s energy) • I 
dare say I But if we must be highbrow let’s try to get some 
improvement out of it I’m for Pelman’s Infallible Road 
to Success or Tram Your Powers of Observation 
MOST OF us. Help * 

ROBERT; Don’t be frightened — I only mean 
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THE TRAY-GAME. 

Someone fills a tray witli twenty objects usual to any room 

— a pencil, handkerchief, book, mb, and what not 

FERDINAND How do you get the What-not on the 
tray ’ 

ROBERT {kindly) The tray is set dottm in the middle of 
the other players, who stare at it for twenty or thirty seconds 
only, when it is removed The Tray-FiIIcr (and Time- 
Keeper) then calls Go 1 and tlic players have two minutes 
in which to write down all they can remember. The longest 
list wins That’s a Sight-and-Mcmory Test Then you 
might have 

SENSE-TESTS 

the blindfolded players bemg given different things to 
taste and recognize — bora'^, cornflour, cocoa, qumme, and 
what not 

LAURA How’cver do you ^ 

ROBERT (Jiwdly) That s a Taste-Test For Feeling, 
5 'ou might be given velvet to touch, and wood, and dough, 

and rose-leaves — not to be handled, merely caressed 

LUCIAN: lEsthcte I 

ROBERT Or for Hcarmg, a senes of sounds made by, 
say, an cgg-whisk, a metronome, a pohce-rattle, opening a 
window, smking a match, and what — and so on The 
Tests must be pre-arranged by some fairly ingemous 
person. 

FERDINAND Hav e you ever tried 

LOOKING AT YOUR FEET THROUGH THE 
WRONG END OF THE OPERA-GLASSES 
while you try to walk, step by step, one foot put straight m 
front of the other, down a strmg laid on the floor ? 
LUCIAN* No 
FERDINAND Oh 

ALICE, /like somethmg active and exciung 

HIDE AND SEEK IN THE DARK 
IS a real Thrill ! 

HAMBLETON Oh, gaudy ! But 
K* 
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SARDINES 

IS gaudier still Only one player hidcSj all the others seek , 
the first to find him hides with him, the next to find them 
squashes in alongside, and so on till everybody’s hiding in 
the same spot but one Seeker Come on, who’ll hide 
first ? 

ri-RDiNAND. Let’s stay by the fire. Ham , if Ahce 
must have action, there’s 


POTATO-AND-SPOON TEAM-RACES 
SIX potatoes a side, laid out on the floor, basket each end 
into which potatoes are dropped as soon as picked up, 
no player to shove his potato agamst any foreign matter 
v/hile endeavouring to pick it up , as soon as he’s done his 
SIX, he lays out the potatoes again rapidly, and passes his 
spoon to the next member of his team Or else, there’s 

TISHY-TOSHY. 

ALICE: Soimds silly. 

FERDINAND . It’s far better than it sounds. Indeed 
an early version of the game is said to have taught Bosanquet 
the googly You need a table (rectangular, the largest poss- 
ible) and a tennis-ball Two players stand at opposite ends, 
and throw the ball to each other in turn , the Server may 
roll, bounce, or full pitch the ball, but it must not drop off 
the sides of the table (only off the ends) and must only leave 
the table between imagmary parallel hnes continumg the 
sides of the table The Receiver may not put his hands 
over the table, or touch it with his hands or any part of 
his person If he does so, or if he fails to catch the bail, 
the Server scores one point If the Receiver catches the 
ball lawfully, neither scores But the Receiver score as 
point if the Server sends the ball off the sides of the table 
Game is for any number of points agreed upon — say five 
The very expert (which we wont be) can maxe a rule to use 
one hand only, or to bar catches made agamst the body 
HAMBLETON Capital ! But if It ts to be a Table- 
Game, we all know 
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UP-JENKYNS ! 

more or less, and can all play it at once Only before v/e 
start, we ought to agree whether orders can only be legally 
obeyed v;hcn given by one of the Captains , and if the 
team which is hiding the Sixpence obeys any other order, 
it ought to forfeit the Sixpence The “ In ” team, which 
IS hidmg the com, must put up its hands the instant the 
opposmg Gaptam calls “ Up-Jenkyns [ ” but he ought to 
allow them at least five seconds before he calls He can 
keep their hands in the air as long as he likes, for examina- 
tion purposes , the “ Down ” calls are “ Down-Jenlcyns ” 
[hands can be put down as players please) , “ Smashums • ” 
(hands must be crashed down on the table) , “ Crawlers 1 ” 
(hands placed quietly on the table, and fingers quietly un- 
done till the hands lie flat) , “ Open Windows ” (hands 
must he on the table with all the fingers, but not the 
thumbs, apart) ; and “ Lobster-Pots ” (finger-tips only to 
rest on the table, and fingers to be held at right-angles to 
the pahn) In removing the hands, agam, only the Cap- 
tain’s order must be obeyed , but he should allow free and 
fair consultation to his own side first Scores can be 
played for, by the number of separate “ wins,” or the 
show of hands on the table when the Sixpence is discovered 
Before the game starts, all rings and spurs to be removed 
After the game, let the provider of the sixpence see that 
he gets It back ! 

LAURA Up-Jenkyns always gives me sore thumbs. 
I must say I like nice quiet games lilte 


GO. 

THE OTHERS {kindly) ' Go, Laura ? 

LAURA Yes, really It’s Japanese You play it with 
coffee and haricot beans, ad Itb , on a board, or piece of 
paper, ruled into squares, 29 by 31 , the two players 
play one bean at a time, in turns, on any square they like , 
you want to enclose your opponent’s bean in a diagonal 
square of your own hke this 
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which entitles you to remove the enclosed bean. When 
one player has the whole board covcicd with his beanc> 

he wins There’s only one lule, called Ko 

THE OTHERS Ko, Laura ’ 

LAURA Yes, really Didn’t I tell you it was Japanese ? 
Suppose you get a situation lilm this 



D 

$ 



' 

d 

s 

S 

A 

§ 




D 

i 


i 



Haricot could play in the empty square A, and remove 
Coffee from B , but then, you see. Coffee could immedi- 
ately play in B agam, and remove Haricot from A , and 
so on, foi ever To prevent this, the Rule is that m this 
particular posiuon thej^jst encircler keeps his opponent’s 
bean, and cannot have his own retaken m that groupmg 
It s a very good game. In Japan proletarians and 
women were forbidden to play it, because it wastes 
too much of a wage-slave’s time, and females are quite 
cunmng enough already ' 

ALICE That sounds unprincipled ' But it r emin ds 
me of 

GO-BANG. 

You play that on the same sort of board, with coloured 
beans or counters in turns, and the ob)ect is to get five of 
your own colour m a row, in any direction, straight or 
diagonal It s rather fascinating, and it tnay be Japanese too. 
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H A M B D E T o N : 1 do like the Japanese ! Stilly if we’re 
going to play a game on a board 

NINE MEN’S MORRIS 

15 pure Enghsh. The players have nine men apiece — 
beans, or anything to show a diffeience — and if you 
look at the end-papers of the “ Week-End Book ” you’ll 
see the sort of board it’s played on It has 24 bases 
which, read horizontally and perpendicularly, form 

16 lines of tlurcc bases each Players begin by placmg 
their men alternately on any base that is vacant, and 
the great object (it’s a sort of glorified Noughts and 
Crosses) is to get three of your men m a line, either up or 
down As soon as you succeed, 3'ou can “ Pound ” any 
one of your opponent’s men, and remove it from the 
board. When the placmg of the men on the board is 
completed (during which one or more men may have been 
Pounded) you go on by moving m turns from base to base , 
a man can only move to a base adjacent to his own, and 
then only if it is imoccupied by another man. You can’t 
take a man by moving on to his base, you can only take a 
man when you get a line of three In this way, one of the 
players is presently reduced to three men, and when that 
happens he has the privilege of “ hopping ” from one base 
to another — that is, any of his men can “ hop ” to any 
base he hkes, so long as it is vacant , but it need not be 
next the base he has just left. The player with more 
than three men must still go on moving in the old way, 
until he also is reduced to three The game ends, of 
course, when one player has only two men left, which 
nobody but Einstein could make a line of three of — see ? 
ROBERT I might — if Ferdinand hadn’t bagged the 
“ Week-End Book ” What a lot of breath you’ve wasted. 
Ham You haven’t made a suggestion yet, George Drop 
that Epic, and speak up 

GEORGE Young friend, I will This Epic is enturely in 
your interests While you have been makmg disagree- 
ments as to what you’ll play to-mght, I have been dravmig 
up agreements as to what we’ll play to-morrow. I have 
here a Thesis on certain arbitrary rules for vexed questions 
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in Roundcrsj Small Hockey, Small Cricket, and Tierce, 

to avoid all future unp 

LUCIAN Huh ! 

GEORGE* Hum — discussion As v c all know ^ the 
general rules of these games, I deal only with special points, 
and the spirit m which they arc played. Allow me : 

ROUNDERS 

“ In this favountc game, if a batsman’s hit is caught, he 
only, and not the whole side, is out, unless a contrary 
convention has been made (If you want to speed up the 
game, make such a convention ) Otherwise, a side is out 
only if, for any reason, there is none of the batting side home 
to bat. Further, a member of the batting side is out if he is 
touched by a ball, thrown or in the hand, when not on the 
base. 

“ A player v/ho is out may be redeemed by his side on 
payment of one rounder, if the side is in credit — otherwise 
as soon as a rounder is scored. This privilege cannot be 
postponed until it is proved that there is a tactical necessity 
for the redemption (i c the emergency of the lack of 
batsmen to keep the side going, all others being on bases) 
“ A player on a base may femt to go to another base and 
retire to his former , but he must regain this before he is 
touched. 

“ The Bowler may feint and, instead of bowlmg, throw 
to a fielder , but if the ball leaves his hand, it counts as 
one of the three throws out of which one must be a ‘ good ’ 
ball to the Batsman 

“ A ‘ good ’ ball is a slow ball between shoulder and knee 
of Batsman, outside his body to the offside, and within one 
yard of his body. If the Bowler delivers three ‘ bad ’ 
balls, the penalty is a Rounder to the other side There 
should, if possible, be a Referee who would decide on good 
and bad balls, and all other points If a batsman fails to 
hit any of three good balls, he is out 
“ A hit behind the Batsman is not a ‘ good ’ hit , it counts 
as a Good Ball not taken. 

“ A Player on a base may run for a ‘ bad ’ ball, or for a 
' good ’ ball not rim for by the Batsman. 
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“ All running between basesis stopped by the bowler 
bouncing the ball The runner must go unmolested 
to his nearest base 

“ Players on the batting side must never run inside the 
bascsj v.’hatevcr these may be — treesj walking-sticks, hats, or 
coats In the latter cases, bases should not be stood upon 
“ As anything may be used for bases, so it may for the 
tools of the game , but a tennis-ball, and the handle of a 
walking-stick, arc not only the best in themselves, but are 
generally available 

“ SMALL ” CRICICET 

“ I call this ‘ Small ’ Cricket, as opposed to the Greater 
Cricket as played at Lords, because, though there must 
be rules which arc adhered to, these rules in a house-party — 
especially where there are Women and Children — must be 
considerably modified if everybody is to enjoy the game It 
IS to be remembered that in games on which no Champion- 
ship depend, it is far more important that they shall be 
good fun than that one side or t’other shall win — an 
automatic certainty, in any case Nothing is more dull for a 
youthful or feminine member of the team than to be certain 
that it will be bowled first ball and spend the remamder 
of the day entirely by itself in a remote corner of the ground, 
waiting to field a ball that never comes. It is advocated, 
therefore, that 

A All bowlers should be given a chance in turn by the 
Captain, and Overs should consist of 9 balls instead of 6 
B Good bowlers m bowling to the Small Fry should 
remember that Spofforth had his licence endorsed; 

' small ’ faowlmg should be the rule in Small Cricket. 

C Good Batsmen will never remember that very long 
hits, continually repeated, are a nuisance, and can rum the 
game , before the game starts, therefore, Captams should 
consult and firmly fix certain boundaries, according to the 
nature of the ground Such boundaries would penahse 
long hits , a hit into the cornfield or the pig-stye might 
count 6 , but It should, at the same time, be ‘ out ’ 

D Where the players are few and small, first-bounce 
catches should be ‘ out ’ L.B W. should also be strictly 
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enforced j this is essential, because our more womanly 
women still grossly exploit their skirts 

E. Where the players are small and few, and fielders 
scarce, both sides should field. Any players fieldmg 
against then own side should remember that it is far more 
necessary to field well than that their side should win 

F. A tennis-ball is the best sort of ball for this game A 
cricket-stump is the best bat. But anything can be made 
to serve, as also for wickets 

G Captams should be all-powerful, unless you have an 
Umpire , but an Umpire is no use unless you trust him ” 

SMALL HOCKEY 

“ Small Hockey is played as Ordmary Hockey , with a 
sohd rubber ball if possible, and walking-sticks , but no 
freak sticks, cut specially for the purpose. Both sides of 
the stick may be used Some ‘ buntmg ’ therefore wiU be 
unavoidable , but it should be reduced to a minimum 
“ In Small Hockey there is no offside, and there is no 
circle A goal may be shot anywhere beyond the half-way 
Ime For ‘ Behind,’ instead of a Bully, there is a free hit 
for the goal from the ‘ Go ’ Ime , but after a goal is shot, 
there is always a new centre bully. 

“ Captams, as m Small Ciicket, should be all-powerful, and 
should see strict enforcement of Stick Rule , sticks must 
not be raised above the shoulder, or the Hockey-Ground 
become a sacrificial altar to Brams and Beauty Shoulder- 
height varies m all men, however , therefore, if our team 
happens to mclude Chaliapme or Little Tich, we must take 
our chances 

“ Any number of players on a side , m proportionmg his 
field afterwards, all the Captam has to remember is that 
there should be five times as many Forwards as there are 
Goal-Keepers ” 

TIERCE 

“ Or Twos-and-Threes One player is ' He,’ the others 
stand m a fairly wide circle m pans, one in front of the 
other; but in one group there are three TheBehmdMan 
m this group begins to run, and ‘ He ’ has to try to catch 
him before or touch him before he slips mto the circle and 
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JOHN (mildly) : As a matter of fact I have been noting 

down a few Problems for you 

ALICE (plaintively) I’m not clever 

JOHN (consulting his notes) My first lot is for persons 

with common sense Shall I lead ^ 

MOST OF us; Yes. 

PROBLEM ONE 

JOHN “ ‘ I Will engage youj’ said the Managmg Director, 
‘ at a salary of jCioo per annum You will have a half- 
yearly increase of £s — if you piefer it, a yeaily mcrease 
of £20 ’ Which did the clerk choose, and why ? ” 
HAMBLETON (of ter afcvensh second) Why, it’s obvious 
that twenty is more than twice five 
JOHN (gently) Work it out 

PROBLEM TWO 

“ Two vessels A and B hold milk and water respectively. 
A spoonful of milk is taken from A and introduced mto B, 
where it is mixed up A spoonful of the B mixture is then 
put mto A What is the proportion of the amount of water 
in A to the amount of milk in B ? ” 

PROBLEZvl THREE 

“ A penmless tramp picks up a dollar in the Umted States 
(The value of a U S dollar in the U S for the purposes of 
this problem is 5s ) He decides to have a drink, which 
costs him 2d He puts down his dollar and gets m return 
a Mexican dollar. (The value of a Mexican dollar in tlie 
US IS 4s lod ) He then crosses the border mto Mexico 
and decides to have a drink, which costs him 2d. He puts 
down his Mexican dollar of which the value m Mexico 
IS 5s and gets m return an American dollar (The value 
of an American dollar in Mexico is 4s lod ) He then 
crosses the border mto America and decides to have a 
drink which costs him 2d He puts down . . And so 

on ad infinitum Who pays for his drinks ? ” 

LUCIAN That reminds me — (he sees an answering light 
in Robert’s eyes They rise as one man and leave the 
rooni). 
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PROBLEM FOUR 

JOHN' “ Two bowlersj A and have each taken 28 
v.ackets for 60 runs. In the last match of the season A 
takes I v/icket for 27 runs and B 4 wickets for 36 rxms. 
Which, bov/ler has nov/ the better average ? Why ? ” 

G E o n G E . What ^ Just let me take that down (He does ) 
JOHN . My next lot are Problems for the Intelligentsia. 
ALICE (slips away ’without a sound) 

PROBLEM FIVE 

JOHN: “ Classes are of two lands , those which are 
members of themselves and those which are not Instances 
of classes which are members of themselves are the class 
of non-humans, smce the class of non-humans is itself 
non-human; and the class of classes, smce the class of 
classes is itself a class Instances of classes which are not 
members of themselves are the class of match boxes and 
the class of beetles, smce m these cases the class of match 
boxes is not a match box and the class of beetles is not a 
beetle Is the class of all classes which are not members 
of themselves, a member of itself or not a member of 
Itself^ ” (At this point the rest of the women stop fidgeting 
and go to bed ) 


PROBLEM SIX 

JOHN: “ Detect fallaaes, if any, m the followmg * 

(а) The tmanswerable objection to an imanswerable objec- 
tion is that It never is answered 

(б) It is most unlikely that the earth will ever be destroyed 
by colliding with a nebula or with another star or planet : 
It has never done so yet 

(c) Throughout any one day durmg the war the chances 
of a man bemg killed are five to two agamst Throughout 
ten days, therefore, the chances of his bemg killed are 
fifty to twenty agamst Hence the longer he stays out, 
the more do the chances of his not bemg killed exceed 
the chances of his bemg killed Therefore the longer a 
man is at the j&ront, the less likely he is to be kiUed ” 
FERDINAND* The relationship between the chances 
remams constant 
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JOHN (contemptuously) : Quite so > You meauj in short, 
that he is just as likely to be lulled, no more and no less, if 
he stays out five minutes, as he is if he stays out five years. 
Very intelligent ! 

(GEORGE rese7its the distwhance and retires with his 
cncket pi ohlem ) 

JOHN (imperturbably) • “ Problem six (d) 

4-10=9-15 

.25 ,25 

• 4-io+-7=9-i5+ — 

4 4 

5 5 

Take square roots .‘.2 ~~—3 

.*.2 = 3 

(e) In a certain village there is a barber , one barber only 
and no more* He is clean-shaven The barber shaves all 
those and only those who do not shave themselves Who 
shaves the barber 

(f) The Short Proof of Determinism It is either true or 
false now that I shall be hanged to-morrow j therefore 
whether I shall be hanged to-morrow or not hanged to- 
morrow IS already determined” (Ferdinand utters 
a wordless noise — the Plain Man's protest — and removes 
himself ) 

JOHN My next are Problems for the Intelligent . 
PROBLEM SEVEN 

“ How would events upon the earth appear to a person 
obseiving them through a telescope stationed upon a 
planet moving av/ay from the earth (a) with a velocity equal 
to that of hght , (b) with a velocity greater than that of 
light ^ Should the answer to (b) suggest that the begm- 
mng of a man is a disturbance among worms, speculate 
upon the sigmficance of this ( 1 ) for the law of cause and 
effect , ( 11 ) for human digmty (Exit hambleton ) 

PROBLEM EIGHT 

JOHN “If you go round the world travelhng from west 
to east you gain a day, 1 e 24 hours. (Cp. Phmeas Fogg in 
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* Round the World m Eighty Days ’) What happens if, 
taking advantage of the facihties afforded by modern 
travel, you go round the world (a) in 24 hours, (b) in 
less than 24 hours? Should the answer to (b) suggest 
that you get back before you started, speculate upon the 
significance of this for the reahty of time.” (JHe looks tip 
to find himself alone. Methodically pockets his notes^ consults 
his watch and murmurs philosophically) The realmes of 
bed-time I 
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*'And cooks recorded frames of mwd 
In sad and subtle chops ” 

G K Chesterton 



ON FOOD AND DRINK 


FOOD AND DRINK 

Week-end cookery should be either very quick, a good 
meal produced m half an hour, or very slow, put on before 
you go off to tenms or to lazmg 

However witty the talk, however shady the garden, however 
original the house and its furmshings, it won’t be by 
these thmgs alone that your week-ends will be judged 
for repetition, but also by the food you offer 

NOTABLE AND AMUSING FOOD 

Serve unusual dishes that will be remembered and spoken 
of Settle on a speciality and learn it up, be it the art of 
devilling, of makmg fritters, of serving hors d’cBUvreSy or of 
compoundmg a salad Get an unusual, not a humdrum, 
cookery book and practice a few dishes between week-ends 
Never let any dish be dull Decorate the commoner foods 
into jolliness Your guests eat with their eyes as well as 
with their palates and noses Green cherries in grape 
fruit will be remembered (they can be bought m bottles) 
Boiled potatoes may be disguised by being mashed, made 
mto balls, and rolled m giatcd cheese 

TINNED FOODS 

Use tinned foods, but disguise them. No one should ever 
suspect that they are tinned All unned foods are improved 
by additions during the heatmg up Never follow the 
directions on the tm for heating up few saucepans are 
large enough to contam the unopened tin , it takes longer 
than applying direct heat to the contents , all but the most 
agile burn their fingers and spot their clothes when opemng 
a heated tin 

Remember that Campbell’s and Heinz’s Tomato soups are 
not the only good soups on the market there are chicken 
broths, asparagus soups, clam chowders, pea soups. 
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SOUPS should have added to them a tablespoonful of 
marsala or other white wmc, some red currant jelly, egg 
beaten in a cup of milk (always in tomato, spinach or 
celeiy) Use the water in which vegetables have been 
cooked to thin tinned soups Serv'e with them some 
notable little addition, such as grated pannesan, puffed 
nee ciisped m the oven, oi fiied cucumber cubes 

Tinned r i s ii should be v;rappcd in buttered paper and 
heated in a coveied frying-pan , rccookcd in crumbs and 
cheese , rebaked with a good lemon or anchov'y sauce , or 
poached in white wine or broth and ser\cd with shrimp, 
mixed gherkins, chipped ohves, minced onion, anchovy 
paste, or a white sauce containing skinned giapes (Slunncd 
grapes can be had in tins ) 

To recook meat place it on a bed of finely shredded 
vegetables, top with fried mmeed onion, pour gravy over, 
brmg to the boil, then simmer, addmg herbs, currant jelly, 
or a touch of vinegar Some spiced sausages also renew 
the youdi of a tinned stew to be served on a bed of rice 
or macaroni 

Of tinned vegetables Baked beans may be baked 
agam m a pie-dish lined and lidded with slices of bacon 
Tinned sweet corn and succotash should be heated wath 
additional butter, salt, pepper and sugar Tmned peas 
should be drained, washed very thoroughly and treated 
hke sweet corn, with the addition of a sprig of mmt 

As for SWEETS, the French fashion of fruit and cake 
may well replace elaborate creamed puddmgs or milk baked 
ones, wearisome even if coloured green or mixed W’lth 
gmger or pralme. Fresh fruit alone, with some white 
wme and sugar, or witli junket, is summer’s ideal sweet 
Failing that, have a plentiful stock of tinned fruits, to serve 
as they are or m jelly form 

To make jellies Buy packets of jelhes m preference 
to gelatm by the ounce, and follow the directions on the 
packets, telling you how to dissolve it in water in a mould. 
Buy plain in preference to flavoured jelhes, so that you are 
not tied dow'n to the taste of vanilla or lemon, adding your 
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o%vn pet flavouring. Foi fruit jelly, add bernes or cut-up 
fruit just as the mouldful begins to set For a sponge jelly, 
whisk white of egg into the jelly just before it begins to set. 
For a milk jelly, pour on hot milk in place of water and stir 
in the mould over very hot water until it dissolves Go on 
stirring over cold water until it begins to set. 

Tinned cherries and turned muscats are as nice and less 
hackneyed than peaches and pineapple Don’t buy the 
most expensive form of peaches the cheaper kinds are 
packed nper. Don’t buy pineapple chunks Only sliced 
pineapple eliminates the wood-like core of the fruit 
Haw'auan brands are the best 

In parenthesis, among unturned sweets, 2AMBAG- 
L I o N E IS simple, memorable and delicious For eight 
helpmgs, take six eggs, two glasses of marsala, Madeira, 
or any siveet wine, nmc ounces of sugar, and one lemon 
Put the yoUcs, sugar, lemon juice and wine into a thick 
saucepan Whip the whites and add them to the rest 
Thicken the mixture over an extremely slow heat, beating 
It funously and contmuously, and remembering that a 
Zambaghone boiled is a Zambaghone spoiled When it is 
really thick, empty it into warmed glasses (to be eaten hot) 
or turn into a basin and go on beating it until it is cold 
Teetotalers may make this dish with fruit juices. 

WHEN BUYING TINNED FOODS avoid glass pre- 
serves Rubber is not so durable a seal as solder Ptomaine 
forms only when food is left m an open tin, or when the 
tin IS imperfect (a pimcture too small to be visible may be 
detected by rappmg several tms with a pencil, when a 
defective one will ring flatter than others, as a false coin 
does) 

HORS-D’CEUVRE. 

TO BEGIN A MEAL' Hors-d^ceuvi es should start a good 
dinner, unless there is grape-fruit An alternative to grape- 
fruit is to serve an orange cut like the grape-fruit and, like 
It, moistened with maraschino and sugar 
As for the hors-d’ceuvres, don’t limit yourself to 
sardines and tomato in oil Try anchovy paste on cold 
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egg slices, tomato slices sprinkled with chopped omon 
and gherkm , tomato anchovy and capers on hard-boiled 
eggs , or just tomatoes stuffed with sardmes or shrimp and 
chopped pickle Cover the oddments with mayon- 
naise It IS simplest to buy a good brand, add a 
trifle of cream to it and pretend you made it yourself. But 
in that case remember not to serve it m the bottle . . 
Don’t buy sardmes m anything but ohve oil And buy 
your anchovies as anchovy strips, so as to be sure they are 
boned. 


SHORT TIME COOKERY : THE GRIDIRON 
Of all forms of cookery that allow you to get a meal ready 
after you come m and before your guests’ appetites rmn 
then tempers, gridiron cookery is the best. 
Cutlets, chops, steaks, even fish wrapped in greased paper, 
can be cooked between the wires before the fire Steaks 
should first be placed very close to the heat to seal the jiuce, 
then moved to a cooler spot and cooked four mmutes or 
so on each side, accordmg to thickness. Salt only when 
on the dish Kidneys are first-rate cooked like that, and 
then buttered and put on a skewer 

Food is given an imusual taste before grilhng by bemg 
MARINATED , that IS, Steeped m a mixture of oil and 
vinegar to which herbs have been added. Steep for some 
hours 

Cooked between the wires or on a frymg-pan, your steak 
or your fish will need a garmsh as unusual as possible. 
Well-grilled steak dished with watercress and potatoes 
fried m deep fat is excellent — once. But next time try 
puttmg on top of your steak or fish a pat of savoury 
BUTTER. For tlus, work the butter with a spoon, season 
with pepper, and work m parsley chopped as finely as may 
be, or anchovy pulp , pounded anchovy and sieved capers , 
chopped shrimps ; pounded roes with a half-teaspoonful 
of vmegar to two ounces of butter , or chopped watercress 
and gherkm 

As for s A u c E s , learn to make a perfect “ Mother Sauce,” 
and you can vary it as you like To make a pmt of white 
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mother sauce (the basis for all others), melt two oimces of 
butter m a pan over the gentlest possible heat j work in 
an oimce of flour, cook very gently for five imnutes, add a 
pint of milk and w'ater and a saltspoonful of salt Continue 
to stir and beat as it cooks. When creamy (in about five 
mmutes’ time) remove, and add another ounce of butter 
This is the perfect white sauce You can use pale broth or 
vegetable water if the milk is not available 
Any good flavour can be added — egg yoke (only do not let 
a sauce v;ith egg yoke and butter boil) , egg yoke and lemon 
jmee (but add the juice after it is off the fire or the sauce 
Will curdle) , chopped capers , white wine and tarragon , 
nutmeg and onion , mustard and lemon jmcc , mussels , 
mushroomsj tomato puree, grated parmesan, mixed 
herbs and chabhs j pickles and chopped nuts. 

SHORT TIME COOKERY . THE FRYING-PAN 
Another form of quick cookery, for those v/ho have neither 
a coal nor a gas fire suitable for grilling, is chafing- 
dish COOKERY. This IS done in a frymg-pan with a 
cover to it, French fashion The cover should be domed, 
so that the pan can be used, not only for frying, but to steam 
food This IS done by fiUing httle pots, buttered inside and 
covered with buttered paper, and placmg them in water in 
the covered pan Fish, anchovy, cheese, or vegetable 
custards, minced meat and egg, the remains of any food in 
sauce, quails, made-up cutlets, olives or cucumber in rice 
and sauce — ^these are all thmgs to be cooked m this way 
Apart from such poaching, foods are half fried, half steamed 
in a covered frymg-pan with butter, seasonmg and a little 
liquid Uncovered it is used for plain frying, to scramble 
eggs, poach them, make omelettes and sweet pancakes 

The secret of malung the best omelettes is to with- 
draw the white of one egg for every sue eggs used, and not 
to beat the eggs for too long Omelettes contaming mixed 
ham, potatoes, pimentoes, mushrooms, asparagus tips, and 
even fruit or jam, are easy to improvise. Pour the beaten 
eggs mto a pan well covered with smoking lard, and then 
introduce the other materials Fold one half of the omelette 
on the other, and gently shde the whole on to a hot plate 
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HOT SANDWICHES also are cooked on your frying- 
pan Cut bread slices, butter them and fill with one of 
these fillings bacon, tomato and cheese, chopped omon, 
egg and red pepper, cream cheese, watercress and salad 
dressmg, cinnamon powder in ham paste, bacon, lettuce 
and mayonnaise, chopped apple, nut and lettuce These 
sandwiches may be cither buttered all over the outside or 
dipped in a battei made by stirring one beaten egg into 
half a pmt of milk They are then fried m margarme until 
they are a golden colour on both sides 

SLOW COOKING 

The BAiNMARiEis tremendously useful when food has 
to be kept hot It is a shallow dish filled with water and 
set on an asbestos mat over the flame. In it pans, pots 
or jam dishes full of food will keep hot without burmng 
Big CASSEROLES are ideal for long slow cookmg which 
needs no watching They may be used m the oven or on 
an asbestos mat over a flame. 

Faihng casseroles, slow cookmg needs double-pan 
STEWING, steanung, or jugglmg, on a plate over a pan 
of water For this put your cutlet, steak, fillets of rabbit, 
cut-up chicken, filleted fish or what it may be on a deep soup 
plate with broth (or water), diced vegetables and seasonmg 
Put the plate over a big pan of boilmg water, cover it over 
and m an hour your food will be cooked This is not so good 
as casserole cookmg, because the pan of water may dry up 
In a casserole m the oven try neck of mutton cut up with 
sliced onion, celery, parsley and broth covered with sliced 
potatoes Or replace the mutton with mixed steak and 
skirt cut up Fowl and bacon cook splendidly on a bed of 
white vegetables Buttered potatoes, ham and mmced 
omon is a supper dish Steaks of fish with parsley, tomato 
and a touch of salad oil are good So is rabbit (for those 
who can eat rabbit) with red currant jelly, parsley, gravy, 
red wme and omon In the pudding Ime try apple and 
bread crumbs with gmger and milk 

SALADS 

Whatever your choice of dishes, serve salad either with the 
meat or as a separate course. 
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Grccnsalads may be made of many plants other than lettuce. 
Chicory, dandehon leaves, sorrel and white cabbage, for 
instance They should be perfectly clean, perfectly dry 
and thickly coated wnth olive od, before the dressmg is 
added The best dressing for green salads is vinegar, 
oil, mustard, pepper, sugar and salt, in proportions varying 
according to taste, but always very thoroughly mixed 
Waldorf salad is made of equal parts of raw cookmg apple 
and raw cclcrj, sliced, disposed on a bed of lettuce, liber- 
ally garmshed with half-walnuts, and dressed with a sweet- 
ened mayonnaise. Orange and lettuce , shrimp and lettuce , 
watercress and creamed cheese with nuts, are qvute as easy 
to mix as lettuce and beetroot, and much more fun 


SANDWICH SUGGESTIONS 

When you go picmckmg you will, if a pastry hand, take 
little pics full of good mixtures, but the average provider 
of picmc fare trusts to sandwiches, good drmks, (hard and 
soft), hot colFcc in thermos bottles, salted almonds, nuts, 
and perhaps raw steaks and bacon to be cooked over a camp 
fire on sticks. This is amusing because the food usually 
falls in and gets rmned So be sure that the sandwiches are 
good. 

Here are some lilhngs to be served, some in white bread, 
some m brown, some in xyo bread, some m water biscuits 
and others m split scones chopped hard-boiled egg and 
filleted anchovy, cream cheese and jam (this in a scone) , 
peanut butter and chopped ohves , peanut butter and 
raisins, or dates, or watercress , Devonshire cream and 
honey 5 “ Gentleman’s Rehsh ” , cold nunced curry , 
tomtao ketchup and fresh sliced tomato or lettuce , 
chopped boiled beet and grated parmesan , cream cheese, 
nuts and shredded pmeapple , cream cheese and olives , 
currant jelly and chopped nuts , chopped dates, cheese 
and nuts 

Don’t butter sandwich breaS, but if you like you may 
mix your fillmg with creamed butter and spread that 
Pack your sandwiches as soon as cut in grease-proof paper. 
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BREA$CFASTS 

Don’t worry about breakfast cooking Bacon on toast or 
poached does well enough if you get unusual jams, or begin 
with fruit Try orange and apple cut up, grated apple in 
glasses, or summer fruits witli lemon juice To fry crisp 
bacon, run the fat off and roll it as it cooks Other break- 
fast dishes are . mashed potato balls with chopped sausage j 
chopped egg and minced ham m v/hite sauce on toast ; any 
hot sandwich , scrambled egg and minced onion ; eggs 
cooked m butter (and cream, if that can be) in mdividual 
casseroles for five mmutes. Season the butter and cream, 
break in the egg and bake, with a small spoonful of chopped 
chicken liver or minced ham or anchovy on top, if you will. 


ADVICE TO THOSE WHO ATTEMPT TO 
SUPPLEMENT THEIR DIET FROM NATURE’S 

LARDER 

FRESHWATER FISH. Trout and salmon should be 
eaten as soon as possible after being caught, as they are 
then at their best 

If the other freshwater fish you catch must be eaten, they 
should be soaked for at least iz hours in brine This 
removes both the slime and the taste of mud Even carp 
or tench can in this way be made palatable. 
MUSHROOMS AND TOADSTOOLS: Ordinary 

mushrooms are white on top, with a skin which peels 
readily, and have pinkish or black gills underneath, 
accordmg to age They grow in grass 
PUFFBALLS are round and v/hite, puckered underneath. 
When young, they are excellent fried They also glow m 
grass. 

PARASOLLE mushrooms are white with brown flecks 
on top and with white gdls They are light and elegant 
in appearance, and grow in grass Round the stem is a 
rmg or band like the similar band frequently found on 
the shafts of umbrellas. 

There is a boletus toadstool found in woods 
which IS excellent It is dark brown on top, like a bun, 
and white and spongy underneath. 
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There IS another boletus^ yellow underneath, which it 
IS also safe to cat 

ALL MUSHROOMS AND T o n D s T o o L s arc dan- 
gerous if they arc not eaten fresh , therefore reject all 
botanist’s specimens 

DON'T cook and attempt to cat young bracken 
SHOOTS because the Japanese do What smts the 
hardy races of the extreme East may not suit you. 
jD O iV ’ r cook young nettles as a substitute for 
spinach It is a stringy one 

DON'T cat boiled rhubarb leaves This 
practice caused a large number of deaths during the war 
DON'T take plovers eggs from a nest con- 
tammg four It is unkind to the parent birds, and at 
least two of the four will be addled. 

DON'T cook things in clay 

N B — M ICE IN HONEY should be imported from 
Cnma, not prepared at home 

MENUS 

QU ICK 

Clear soup uith sausage rmgs 

Oiled, grilled herrmg served in buttered dish covered with 
butter melted with lemon juice, and cooked just a mmute, 
then sprmklcd chopped parsley and salt 
Coffee mousse, (u hip cream till stiff , add httle sugar and 
strong coffee made into syrup, with chopped nuts Serve 
uncooked and cold) 

QUICKISII 

Escalopes of \cal season the veal pieces slightly, brown 
m butter on quick fire, cover pan and simmer ten mmutes 
Add half a cup grav-y with lemon juice, cooking until gravy 
is reduced, only just co\crmg the veal 
Lettuce, nut and olive salad. 

Dcep-fat-fricd potato fingers 
Milk jelly with ginger m it. 

VERY QUICK 

Slices of cold mutton steeped m olive oil, vinegar and herbs, 
dipped in breadcrumbs and fried Served with mint, red 
currant and orange rmd jelly. 
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Cheesed potato balls and kttucc salad 

Stewed piunes m claret (boil steeped prunes m syrup, 

adding claret ten minutes before removing from fire). 

HALF- HOUR 

Grape-fruit with green cherries. 

Leg of lamb cut into steaks, sprinkled chopped omon, 
wrapped m cabbage leaves (or bacon), buttered, floured, 
browned and cooked half an hour m casserole, with little 
hot watei. 

Fruit m white wine with cream mto which chopped nuts 
are beaten 

HALF-HOUR AGAIN 
Grilled cutlets , mint jelly on orange rounds. 

Tiny mashed potato balls, with bit of oliv e m centre , green 
peas 

' Port wine jelly and cream (made beforehand) 

FOR A BEGINNER 
Tinned spmach soup with egg beaten m. 

Rognons en brochettes (kidneys, bacon and sausages 
grilled on a skewer) 

Straw potatoes, deep fat fried 
Cake-covered fruit and cream. 

FOR A SUMMER EVENING 

Clear soup with tmy diamonds of cheesed toast 
Hake or haddock grilled with capers. 

Orange and lettuce salad with mayonnaise 
Strawberries, and cream or claret 

AMBITIOUS 

Hq\ s-d’ceuvres 

Casserole of duck with orange shces and rmd, lettuce, 
shredded celery or beetroot 
Pancakes m fruit syrup 

ONE SLOW-COOKING DISH 
Orange maraschmo cups 

Stuffed steak with tomato, omon and beet, pmeapple, 
lettuce and tomato salad 
Fruit salad. 
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>D R I N K 

For hard drmlccrsj whisky, gm and the vermouths, for 
soft drinkers, tea, coffee and gmger-beer are the com- 
monest products of the English coimtry pub. But 
imagmation and bold experiment can break this monotony 
with many happy improvisations. 

Gmandit ” is the weary walker’s counsel of despair. 
Any entcrpnsmg week-end pub, or cottage, will possess 
mgredients from which one or other of the following may 
be compounded : 


COCKTAILS 

EAST INDIAN* Equal parts of French vermouth and 
sherry, with a dash of orange bitters 
WEST INDIAN* Tw'o parts rum (preferably Bacardi’s) 
to one part fresh lime or lemon juice, with some sugar • 
dissolved in it, or failing this, “ Kia-ora ” 

HAWAIIAN Four parts gin, two parts orange juice and 
one part curacoa (or any other of the orange liqueurs) 
SIDE-CAR: Equal parts of fresh lemon juice (no 
alternative), cointrcau (or one of the orange liqueurs) and 
brandy 

SATAN’S WHISKER (sD mght) Of Italian Vermouth, 
French Vermoutli, gm and orange juice, two parts each , 
of Grand Marnier one part , orange bitters 
Ditto (curled) For the Grand Marnier substitute an equal 
quantity of orange curacao 

JOHN WOOD Italian Vermouth, four parts , Irish 
whiskey and lemon juice, two parts each , Kummel, one 
part, angostura bitters. 

MR. SUTTON’S GIN-BLIND (to be di unk With 
discretion) Six parts gm, three parts curacao, two parts 
brandy and a dash of orange bitters 

NOTE ON THE USE OF BITTERS* When cocktails 
arc mixed in bulk, any bitters should be mtroduced m the 
proportion of one half to one teaspoonful per pint In 
more intimate drinkmg, delicacy of flavour and economy 
of material are secured by rmsmg each glass with bitters, 
which are then returned to the bottle, while the glass is 
filled with a mixture from which bitters have been omitted 
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If possible, ALL COCKTAILS should stand on ice for 
at least half an hour before shaking and taking. If you 
cannot wait so long, you must adulterate your mixture 
with ice. A large jug, and an egg- whisk (or even a fork) 
efficiently replace the shaker. The glasses should be as 
cold as possible before the cocktail is poured out. 

ICED DRINKS 

GINGER-BEER* (a) With gm and lemon or lime 
jmce, preferably fresh, but, if need be, “ Kia-ora ” or 
Southwells , (6) (for sweet-tooths) with comtrcau and 
orange jmce. 

(There is no bottled substitute for orange juice, whatever 
you may have seen in the shops ) 

Strong, cold, black COFFEE with a w'meglassful of 
brandy to a quart and some ice. 

For people who can bear to be seen drinkmg it . Equal 
parts of GIN and creme de menthe, with plenty 
of cracked ice 

JOHN COLLINS: The juice of two oranges and one 
lemon with an equal measure of gin, some soda water and 
ice 

BAVARIAN CUP’ Mix a small wineglassful of cherry 
brandy (or plain brandy) with a bottle of white wine, and 
add crushed strawberries and ice ad lib 
CIDER CUP Three large bottles of sparkhng cider, a 
pmt of old Marsala, a little sugar, a lot of lemon rmd, two 
bottles of soda water and maraschmo or brandy quant 
suff . 

rajah’s PEG A claret glass of old brandy m a pmt of 
dry champagne 

MINT JULEP. Pack a tumbler as tightly as possible 
with alternate layers of finely cracked ice and sprigs of 
mint, freshly picked and bruised ; fill the interstices with 
whisky (rye if available, otherwise Irish or, if need be, 
Scotch) This tastes as good as it smells It is drunk by 
degrees, as it melts, and through a straw 
CASSIS (black-currant syrup made in France) is 
obtamable m Soho, and, when mixed with soda-water 
and ice, makes a delicious “ soft ” drink 
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COLD TEA should be made as follows Steep the leaves 
in cold water (the same proportion as j^ou use when 
boiling) for 12 hours and then strain 

HOT DRINKS 

TEA with rum, lemon juicc and a shaving of lemon peel 
MULLED Cl ARET (i) For Boys Warm (but do not 
boil) the win c with nutmeg, cinnamon, cloves, sugar and 
lemon nnd (2) For Mcti ' Ditto, adding dry port one 
part to SIX of claret (3) Fo) Heroes As for boj s, adding 
one pari port to three parts claret and as much old brandy 
as you think the company can stand 
RUM punch: one part rum, one part whisky and 
two parts (or a trifle less) water, heated with sugar, 
cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves and dried orange and lemon peel 
H A N D Y P U N c H to two bottles of wliisky and one of 
rum, add an equal quantity of water Heat these with a 
little nutmeg and cinnamon, the jmee of two lemons and 
sugar to taste When it is very hot, set it alight with a red- 
hot poker and, after a moment’s admiration, blow out the 
flames 

RED CURRANT TEA IS a good hot “ soft ” drink. It 
IS made by pouring boiling water on plenty of red currant 
jelly and addmg a squeeze of lemon juice Black currant 
jam will make black currant tea 
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“ ^Tts his great happiness that he is distemper ed^ 
thereby to have an opportunity of experiencing the 
efficacy and sweetness of the remedies which you 
have so judiciously pi opounded. I approve ’em all” 

Congreve, Squire Tielooby. 



FIRST AID IN DIVERS CRISES 

MEDICAL, SURGICAL & GASTRONOMICAL 

N B that the drugs herein ? ecommended may be supplied by 
a Chemist without a physician's prescription 


Now wc give you Physic and other Remedies for certain 
AccidentSj Sicknesses and Infirmities which may trouble 
your week-ends But should any of the graver mishaps 
befall you of which we treat hereafter, remember that 
our advices must be used only to allay the harm and to 
beguile the time wlule your Physician is delayed. Re- 
member also that the drugs are occasional drugs, to be 
used rarely and compounded with discretion For, though 
our simples be culled from venerable masters and our 
compounds be furnished worthily and though your apothe- 
cary be scrupulous to the last mmim, yet these alone shall 
not avail to save you 


AGAINST STINGS AND BITES 
If Stung by a Bee or Wasp, extract first the sting by pressmg 
on to the puncture with a small key Now neutralise the 
Venom by washmg the wound with a solution of Ammonia 
or Potash. 

Good against the Sting of all Insects, mcludmg Midges and 
Mosquitoes, is the application, with a pencil of camel’s hair, 
of an analgesic blended of Acid Carbolic gr v, Tr lodidi 
mx. Potass lodidi grxx and Aqua dest ad 51 To 
anticipate an assault apply to vulnerable areas an epithem 
of 01 Eucalypti 5iss, Sp Camphora: ji and Lm Sapoms 
ad gu , or use as a cosmetic Carmme gr 1, 01 Eucalypti 
m XV and Pulv Cret Gall gu Man does not succumb 
so readily to these as the Harvester, the Alidge and the 
Mosquito 

To take away the Stinging of Nettles use the above apphea- 
tion, but, where there is Dock nearby, apply of this a 
brmsed leaf to the area of stmgmg and chant the following 

Cantrap . Nettle, m Dock 

Dock shall have a new smock 
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To seal ch for Hawesteis, dig in the slun with a needle 
first heated in a candle flame , and afterwards cleanse the 
spot with iodine 

To search for Fleas^ be seated on a white and woolly blanket, 
for this most readily entangles and makes visible your 
enemy But some hold that to clap an open bottle of 
chloroform or a wet cake of soap upon the spot attacked 
IS better 


HARM BY VENOMOUS SNAKES 
Against the Harm by Venomous Snakes take measures to 
prevent the poison from diffusmg itself through the 
system generally and to destroy what is already in the 
wound. To achieve the former object a tourniquet may 
be improvised by tymg a handkerchief loosely round the 
hmb between the wound and the heart, placmg a short 
stick in the rmg bandage thus formed and twistmg this 
until tlie limb is lightly compressed. Now withdraw the 
venom locally by suckmg the wound (Tins proceeding is 
dangerous only m that it creates a reputation for courage 
and presence of mmd which is difficult to mamtain, eveept 
in the rare advent of another case of snake bite. It is, 
however, qmte unnecessary to swallow the venom and 
one may go far to undo the imfortunatc impression of 
heroism by usmg an antiseptic mouth wash at the earliest 
possible moment ) It is good to encourage bleedmg by 
bathmg the fang apertures with warm water and to extend 
the wounds down to the subcutaneous tissues with a clean, 
sharp knife If the means be available, apply crystals of 
potassium permanganate or a strong Carbohe acid solution 
to the wound Give also, to counteract the severe shock, 
good doses of whisky or brandy, repeated several times if 
necessary Some people prefer sal volatile in doses of a 
teaspoonful to a wineglass of water No one Imows the 
reason for this 

BURNINGS AND SCALDINGS 
Burnings and Scoldings by Fire and Water and Corrosive 
Substances may, when slight, be treated by pourmg over 
them ordmary Salad Oil, or a mixture of Ohve (or Linseed) 
Oil and Lime Water m equal parts, and then covermg with 
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a dressing of Imt soaked m oil Remember that it is 
necessary to exclude air from the burn as qmckly as 
possible, to administer stimulants, and on no account to 
break a bhster. Severe burns must not be touched by 
the untutored hand 

BLISTERS 

The popular Indulgence of Biting off Blood Blisters is strongly 
to be deprecated The proper treatment is to sterilise the 
skm that covers them with an antiseptic and then to 
evacuate the blood with a needle which has previously been 
reddened in a flame 

TO STAUNCH BLOOD 

To Staunch Blood that oozes gently or that flows in a con- 
tinuous stream of dark purple, it is sufiicient to apply a pad 
of hnt on which Iodine has been poured and then to fix 
this by means of a handkerchief, scarf or bandage 
But when the blood is scarlet and issues from the limb in 
a senes of jets, you must act with coolness and promptitude 
Press the thumb or forefinger tightly to the wound, while 
another improvises a tourmquet, which must be bound to 
the thigh or upper arm between the bleedmg point and the 
heart. The only modification of the already described 
tourniquet (vide Venomous Snakes) is that now there is 
included within the folds of the handkerchief a smooth 
pebble which presses directly upon the artery when the 
tourmquet has been fixed in position When the bleedmg 
has been arrested it is good to cleanse the wound and apply 
a simple lodme dressing Unless collapse has occurred it 
IS forbidden to administer stimulants unul the Surgeon has 
taken measures to prevent recurrence of bleedmg. 

EPISTAXIS (nose-bleed) 

When the Nose bleeds do not bow the head over a basin, or 
you will very soon need another Sit with the head slightly 
thrown back and apply Cold Water Compresses to the root 
of the nose, the face and between the shoulder blades It 
IS good m moderately severe cases to inhale the Vapour of 
Turpentine or a Snuff of powdered Alum Where these 
methods fail or are not available, it is an emergency measure 
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to plug into tbc nostrils long, narrow strips of gau7e, pad'- 
ing these as far back as possible and continuing until tlic 
whole nasal cavity is filled 

EMERGENCY ANTISEPTICS 
Tliefollomng Emergency Antiseptics may be used in any case 
where sterihsation and antisepsis are indicated : 

Methylated Spirits with an equal bulk of water , 

Whisky similarly tampered with ; 

Salt, a dessertspoonful dissolved in a tumbler of warm 
water , 

Vmegar. 

Tmeture of Iodine should, however, be preferred to any 
of these. 

SYNCOPE 

When Syncope (Jamting) is imimnent, let the sufiTercr clasp 
his head betv'cen his knees and die crisis may pass Should 
unconsciousness supervene, keep the head low, loosen 
the clothmg and hold to the nose smelhng salts or burnt 
feathers It is pleasant and fitting that the patient celebrate 
the first moment when he is able to stand upright by 
partaking of a flmd ounce of brandy or whisky. Sal 
Volatile should not be tvithhcld on grounds of principle. 

PERIPALPEBRAL ECCHYMOSIS 
Penpalpehral Ecchymosis (black eye). First coimteract 
the swelling and discoloration of this and every other 
manner of brmse by gendy rubbing in the dneture of 
Arnica Flowers or a solution of Witch Hazel Leaves 
(Liquor Hamamclidis) Then apply with a moderately 
tight bandage a compress made of cotton w'ool or Imt 
steeped m cold water When bruised all over and feehng 
shaken but not faint there is much relief m a hot bath. 
This may be followed by the use of an embrocation made 
from Spr Vmi Rectif and Liq Ammon. Acer of each 
31SS and Aqua Camphorai gvm, which is gently apphed 
to the skm and allowed to evaporate. 

TO SOOTHE THE FACE 

To soothe the Faee tormented by the Sun and Wind^ use an 
anodyne compounded of Acid Hydrochlor, mxv. Acid 
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Citnc Ess. Ros£c alb mxxxj Glycerin and Sp rectificat. 
of each 3iv and Aqua dest. ad 51V. 

To zuithstand the Ptgmentatwn of Fieckles, wash in Sour 
MiUc or in Buttermilk, or from the Apothecary obtam 
their active prmciple in the following formula Acid 
Lactic (ro per cent) Glycerini 3ss, Ess RosaeAlb 5iss, 
Tr Benzoin 5i and Aqua ad 31. This should be dabbed 
on the face with cotton wool twice each day. 

AFTER EXPOSURE 

After Exposure to Wmd and Rain it is good to seek the 
Abortion of Nazal Cataith Take, therefore, immediately 
on returmng home, of Calomel Gr ui and a hot bath At 
mght, another hot bath should be followed by Pulv. 
Ipecac Co gr xv, taken m a warmed bed Take now, for 
not more than three days, a pill compounded of Qumme 
Sulphate and Powdered Camphor, of each gr ss and 
fluid Extract of Belladonna Root m J, four times a day 
These things arc immical to the thin rheum 

TO REMEDY THE TOOTHACHE 
Where there is no Doctor or Dentist, but only an Apothe- 
cary, remedy the Toothache and the Gumboil by applymg 
cotton wool saturated in Tr Opu, Chloroform, Sp Camph , 
and Tr Pyrethri, of each 3i, which is a potent analgesic 
But if there be a Dentist or a Doctor, shun this lil^e poison 
(which It is) and go at once to the one or the other , for 
only m them is Salvation 

GOOD AGAINST THE MEGRIMS 
Good against the Megnms, Neuralgias and all manners of 
Aches and Pams is a cachet made of Phenacetm grv. 
Aspirin gr v and Caffem Citrate gr m 

SEA-SICKNESS 

On Becoming Indifferent to the Fate of your Ship, pack the 
ears firmly with gauze imtil the pressure on the tympamc 
membrane can be felt It is useful to take of Chloretone 
gr V in a cachet, repeatmg two-hourly if necessary three 
or four times If Chloretone disagrees, compromise with 
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the semicircular canals by taking of Syr. Chloral gu. Pot. 
Bromid gr xxx, and Aqua Chlorof ad 51SS;, one teaspoonful 
every five minutes till relief or sleep occurs It is best to 
he on the right side with the knees drawn up to the 
abdomen 

SUNSTROKE 

Upon such as a? e Ovc) come by the Su 7 t, cold water should 
be dashed, especially over the head, neck and chest Apply 
frequently to the forehead cloths w'rung out of iced water , 
and ice itself is very good. 

SPRAINS 

Before treating a Spiain of the Ankle or any other Joint 
remember that there may be a graver injury present , a 
dislocation or even fracture of one of the component bones 
of the joint But as emergency measures (having trans- 
ported' the victim home, with the limb in the position that 
gives greatest ease) remove the clothmg, put the patient on 
a couch and, under the guidance of his sensations, rest the 
limb on cushions, preferably in such a way that it is well 
elevated Now try the application of cold compresses ; or, 
if these fail to reheve pain, of hot fomentations, which 
should be tightly bandaged over the joint It is good, if 
pain IS excessive, to apply a teaspoonful of laudanum to the 
fomentation 

Treat Tennis Elbow and Jumper's Sprain by massagmg the 
injured part and applymg a firm bandage Bathmg alter- 
nately with hot and cold water is soothmg and beneficial 

TO'STAY THE HICQUET 
To stay the Hicquet drink water backwards This art 
consists in applying the hps to the far side of the glass and 
bendmg forward the head and body till drinkmg becomes 
possible As a prophylactic measure it should be prac- 
tised secretly 

Another method is to sip slowly a glass of water with both 
ears and nostrils stopped A few drops of essence of 
peppermmt on sugar are very effective in the case of such 
patients as cannot take water. 


303 



FIRST AID IN DIVERS CRISES 
RELIEF OF THE WINDY SPASMS 
For the Immediate Relief of the Windy Spasms take on 
sugar Oil of Cajuputj five minims, or of Sp Athens 
Composita thirty minims, repeated every fifteen minutes 
if necessary 

POISONED FOOD 

After Partaking of Poisoned Food it is correct to send for 
a doctor. (It is good to inform him of the purpose for 
which he is needed ) Meanwhile provoke vomition by 
titillating the back of the throat with a finger or by adminis- 
tering, every five minutes until successful, any of the 
following emetics : 

Salt • a tablcspoonful to a tumbler of water. 

Mustard * a teaspoonful to a tumbler of water , or 
Ipecacuanha wine, a teaspoonful 

Meanwhile the patient should be put to bed, hot bottles 
and hot foments applied to the Abdomen and, if there are 
signs of collapse, brandy or other stimulants administered 
Finally give an ounce of castor oil These measures are 
good against Surfeits of Wholesome Meats and Drinks as 
well as other forms of food poisomng. 

BEFORE HOBNAILING THE LIVER 
Befotc Occasions devoted to Hobnailing the Liver it is 
recommended to take a half to one ounce of Olive Oil 
The Parkinson Herbal states that " if one doe eate five or 
sixe bitter Almonds before he fall into drinkmg company. 
It will keepe him from being overtaken more than the 
rest ” On the occasion itself, deal with Imminent Emergen- 
cies by partakmg of the following sedative Acid Hydro- 
cyan Dll miv, Tr Nuc Vom. mx, Tr Aurant, mx. Aqua 
Cmn.ad But to such as cannot themselves partake 
a dminis ter a potion of Liq Ammon Acet 31 and await 
the future with kindly mterest 

THE morning' AFTER 

On the Morning After, comfort the cold and feeble bram 
by recalling the warrung of Mayster Isaac Jud$us who 
saith . “ It IS unpossyble for them that dnnketh overmoche 
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water in theyr youth to come to ye sege that God ordained 
them ” 

If It matters little to you whether the age that God ordained 
be reached or no, drink the followmg cordial * 

Take of Sp Ammon Aromat mx, Sodii Bic gr xv, Tr. 
Capsici muij Tr Card Co 3 b Tr Zmgib Foit mv, 
Tr Cine Co.mx, Tr Nuc Vom mx, Sp Chlorof mx and 
Water of Orange Flov/ers up to 51 Take also of Caffem 
Cit gr V, Aad Cit gr x, Tr Aurant mv, and Water up 
to 51 And addmg two tablespoonfuls of the first to two 
of the second drinlc whilst the effervescence lasts. 

Some recommend — if only the head suffers — ^to take of 
Calcium Lactate, Gr xxx 

WHEN COCKTAILS FAIL 
If one be overcome by such mishap or weariness that even 
coclctails fail to cure his apathy, let him try this elixir : 
Ext Turnerae hq (B P.C ) and Syr. Glycerophosph Co , 
of each 31, and Decoctum Hordei ad 51, and he may still 
rise to the occasion 

Such are the ills that commonly befall those who walk 
abroad with their feUows to enjoy the pleasures of the 
country 

Should you ail anything else then “ all the Nation are 
already Physitians, . . every one you meet, whether 

man or woman will prescribe you a medeeme for it.” 

But take their medicme, like ours, with circumspection. 
Reader, 
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LIST OF GREAT POEMS 

CONTAINED IN MANY MEMORIES AND MOST 
ANTHOLOGIES AND THEREFORE OMITTED 
FROM THIS BOOK 




Psalm 23 » , . The “ Great Bible ” version. 

“ The Lord is my Shepherd ” 

O Mistress Mine .... W. Shakespeare. 
“ O imstrcss mme, where are you 
roammg ? ” 

Fear no more ..... W Shakespeare. 
“ Fear no more the heat of the sun ” 

(And the Sonnets and many more lyrics by 
the same author ) 

Sweet content T. Dekker 

“Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden 
slumbers ” 

Dehght m Disorder .... R. Herrick 

“A sweet disorder in the dress ” 

To the virgins to make much of time . R Herrick. 

“ Gather ye rosebuds while ye may ” 

Lycidas ..... J. Milton 

“ Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once 
more ” 

Upon Westmmster Bridge . . W. Wordsworth 

“ Earth has not anj^ng to show 
more fair ” 

Evemng on Calais Beach . . . W Wordsworth. 

“ It is a beauteous evening, calm 
and free ” 

The World W Wordsworth 

“ The world is too much with us , 
late and soon ” 
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LIST OF GREAT POEMS NOT IN THIS BOOK 

Ode to the West Wind . . . P. B. Shelley. 

“ O wild west wind, thou breath of 
Autumn’s being ” 

Ode on a Grecian Urn .... J. Keats, 
“ Thou still unravished bride of 
quietness ” 

To Autumn ...... J Keats 

“ Season of mists and mellow 
frmtfulness ” 

Ode to a Nightingale . . . . J Keats. 

“ My heart aches and a drowsy numb- 
ness pains ” 

Sonnets from the Portuguese, III . E. B Brownmg. 
" Go from me Yet I feel that I 
shall stand ” 

Sonnets from the Portuguese, V . E. B. Browmng. 
“ When our two souls stand up erect 
and strong ” 

To Helen E A Poe. 

“ Helen, thy beauty is to me ” 

Omar Khayyam .... E. Fitzgerald. 

(Selections according to taste) 

Home thoughts from abroad . . R. Brownmg. 

“ O to be in England ” 

Last Lmes E. Bronte 

“ No coward soul is mine ” 

Departure C. Patmore. 

“ It was not like your great and 
gracious ways ” 

A Farewell . . . . C Patmore. 

“ With all my will, but much agamst 
my heart ” 

Love in the Valley .... G Meredith. 
“ Under yonder beech tree, single on the 
greensward ” 
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The Soutli-wester . . . , G. Meredith. 

“ Day of the cloud m fleets^ O day ” 

A Birthday C G Rossetti 

“ My heart is like a singing bird ” 

Remember C G Rossetti 

“ Remember me when I am gone away ” 

Romance . . . . . R L Stevenson. 

“ I will make you brooches and to^s for 
your delight ” 

The Hound of Heaven . . . F Thompson. 

“ I fled him dovm the nights and down 
the days ” 

The lake Isle of Inmsfree . , . . W B Yeats, 

“ I will arise and go nowj and go to 

Inmsfree ” 

When you are old . . . . . W. B Yeats 

“ When you are old and grey and full 
of sleep ” 

For the Fallen ... . L. Binyon. 

“ With proud thanlcsgivmg, the mother 
of her children ” 

The Song of Honour . . . , R Hodgson 

“ I chmbed a hill as light fell short ” 

An Epitaph ... W de la Mare 

“ Here lies a most beautiful lady ” 

The Shropshire Lad (In general) . A E.Kousman'*- 


*Mr. Housman does not allow his poems to appear 
m anthologies. 
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A milhon milhon spermatozoa . Aldous Huxley 112 
Answer not a fool according to his 

folly . . The Bible 153 

A petty sneaking knave I knew . William Blake 129 
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By the waters of Babylon we sat down 
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Dear love, for nothing less than thee . John Donne 37 
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Flov? down, cold nvulet, to the sea . Tennyson 71 


Flowers of the willow-herb are wool . George Meredith 'j6 
Forbear, thou great good husband, 

little ant . . . Richai d Lovelace 174 
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He sported round the watery world Viola Meynell 161 

Heaven shall forgive you Bridge at 

dawn . . . . G.K Chesterton 120 

Her sight is short, i she comes quite 

near . Davies 172 

Here, m this little Bay . . • Coventry Patmore 73 

Heynonnyno' . . • Anonymous 3 

His eyes are quickened so with grief . t Robei t Graves 112 

311 



INDLX OP POE 7 vlS 


Page 


How odd .. .. •• • W.N.Eu'cr 153 

How vainly men tlicnisclvcs ama7c . .Andrew Movcll 55 

I am less patient than tins horse . .Francis Mcyndl 177 
I bended unto me a bough of May . .T E Brown 78 
I cannot eat but httle meat . . . John Still 6 

I chanced upon a new book yesterday .JRo&crr Brozanwg 129 
I do not love thee. Doctor Fell T Brown 153 


I have a mistressj for perfections rare . Thomas Randolph 48 
I have looked him round and looked 

him through . . . . . .James Stephens 129 

I hear a sudden cry of pam ! . . James Stephens 95 

I know two things about the horse . Anonymous 171 
I long to talk with some old lover’s 

Ghost . . . .John Donne 36 

I saw Etermty the other mght Henry Vaughan 58 

I scarce behevc my love to be so pure John Donne 38 

I sing of a maiden . . ..Anonymous 5 

I strove with none , for none was 

worth my strife . IF 5 Landor 155 

I tell thee, Dick, where I have been John Sue! Itng 49 

I tliink I could turn and live with 

animals . .. . .Walt Whitman 161 

I wandered lonely as a cloud . . IF. Wordsworth 

I who am dead a thousand years . .J. E Flecker 104 

I wish I were where Helen lies . Anonymous 8 

I wish I loved the Human Race Walter Raleigh 117 
I wonder, by my troth, what thou 

and I . . . . . . John Dionne 35 

I wonder do you feel to-day . R Browning 72 

If dead, we cease to be, if total 

gloom . . . . . ..ST. Coleridge 67 

If I were fierce and bald and short of 

breath . . , . . . Siegfried Sassoon 123 

If you desire to paralyse . Walter Leaf 156 

If you have picked your lawn of leaves 

and snails . . . G K. Chesterton 117 

Immured witli Rocks of Ice no 
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Look) what thy memory cannot contain 
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shah find 
Those children nurs’d, deliver’d from thy brain. 

To take a new acquaintance of thy mind 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look. 

Shall profit thee, and much enrich thy book 

Shakespeare 
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